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LAbiks and GENTLEMEN, " 
HE great Candour with which you 


have received, as well as the uncom- 
mon Generoſity with which you have 
encouraged this Work, calls upon the 
Proprietors, in the moſt teful Manner. to 
eturn their Thanks. for the e e they 
Dwe 
Tr oa be 'Prefiimption in kennt ts to affert, / x 
perhaps, that the extraordinary Merit of the 
Book itſelf has, in ſome jg occalioned 
your Attention to it; but in Ju = they can 
dt help boaſting hoy er, that no Collection 
of Seng under any Defjomination whatſo- 
ver, has hitherto appeared that could vie with 
he BuLL-Fincy in the Novelty, Variety, 
-haſtity, or Correctneſs of its Contents. 
A0 r raA dT A Or 


* 


[i] þ 
Or the firſt, namely, its Novelty, the Edition 
which-we now lay before the Pub blick, is an un 
controvertible Proof, fince it com orehends all 
the favourite new Songs and Ballads ſung 20 
Fauxhall, Rane e the Theatres, Marybone, and 
Sadler”s Wells ;" and ſuch others as,” for thi 
Beauty of their Wa or the Elegance 00 
their Compoſition, are ſung in every . 1 
Company 
As to its V ariety, what can be reater, * 
it is calculated alike to pleaſe all Sorts an 
Conditions of Readers? And as to the Chaſtit5 
of ita Contents, we have been particularly care. 
ful to avoid every Thing — could polfbl 
sive Offence. : 
Ir any Lady or Gentleman will give them: 
ſelves the Trouble to compare this with an 
other Song-Book extant, they will find a gre: 
Diſparity in their Correctneſs, having e 
ed a Perſon, at ſome Expence, to render thi 
Edition correct. , 
\ PERMIT us to wiſh your whole! Lues m 
de a continual Concert of the ſweeteſt and pure! 
} Army and give us Leave to Wee our 
e, e e 
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bee Hepe my Soul revives . 
+ date, thou lovely Joh ' = 26 


H. fend Father's Bliſs is to number his Race _ 11 oy 

{þ ! Strephon, what can mean that Joy == 1 

% ! why ſhould Love, with tyrant 9 181 35 - 
Ul Attendants apart — — TY ; 
{ll in the Downs the Fleet was . 2 11 57 

{ll you that would wiſh to ſucceed with a Lan 
mphitrion and his Bride, a godlike Pa- 17 
Ingelic Fair, beneath yon Pine — 2. bs 
8.4 Plague of thoſe Wenches ! they make ſuch a Pother 303 
| As bringing home the other Day —— 6 
A Chloe came into the Room t other Day 
A, Colin rang'd early one e Morning i in Spring 


_—_ Delia, %% with ev'ry Grate — 
4. = gay gang d blithe his Way — 
; 8:4 * ockey and Jenny /at in the cool Shade 


As I went to rhe of. ache held on ihe Greew 
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| * b 
A if von Damaſt Ro/e be auer — | 
* At on Tay*s Banks I wander'd in fearch of my Fair * 
Afift me, all ye tuneful Nine 300 
4 As Thyrſis reclin'd by her Side he low'd beſt 33 


jj 4 * tin ring Tom thr Streets his Trade did cry 20K. 
| Dawn, as over the Lawn — 2 
li; I ſetting Day and rifing Morn — 3 
13 Attend, ye Nymphs, *while I impart Fe 20% L. 
- At Windſor, where Thames, glides fo fewi iftly along 
A Venus, Queen ef /oft Delight © . . 
„ n Spirits, guard my Lobe OY 19! 
A Wretch long rad. with Diſdain — 3 
A Youth adorn d with ev ry Art — 26 
A Youth below'd by all the Plain — 7 oi 


0 3* | 
A Youth whom the _—_ of Nature had grac d 39; 
Bacchus, Jove's Klighful Boy | 


Balmy Saueetneſi ever flowing — 227 
Behold onLethe's diſmal Strand _ 127K 
| Behold the faveet Flowers around — 35" 
Beneath this ſad and filent Gloom — 168 
Bid me, when forty Witters more _ 67 
: Blate Jonny faintly told Fair Jane his Mind 68 
- Blow, blow, thou Winter's Wind — 148] 
Briſe Wine and Women are — 3570 
Britons, attend, 1 fing, in * _ 2221 
my Sighs you may diſcouer , rn 
By 4 Deab· beſprinkled Ras bes 2250 
. Hy the gaily=circling Glaſs W ns + 290 
By the n — — 9 — 48 
- Can Love: be . by Advice | — YU 
. Caſt, my Love, thine Eyes afonhd ghee \256 
Come, cheer up my L Us 16 Glory wor fr Lu; 
FI Colin, Pride of rural Su,, 569 ; 


Come, 
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ar * P age 
za Tome, come, my good Shepherds, our F locks aue muſt ſheer ; 

y 3 Lorne give your Attention to what I unfold 336 

zi Lome haſte to the Wedding, ye F riends, and ye Neigh- 

1 bours — — 162 


ome hither, pretty Maid — 369 
ome, Laura, and meet your fond Savain 53 
ome liſten, and laugh at the Times — 351 


19! ome, live with me, and be my Lowe 264 
zu Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell 326 
26. Lame, Roſalind, Oh ! come and fee — 347 
Lene, rouze, Brother Sportſmen — 212 


ome, Shepherds, <we'll follow the Herſe 10g 
FC ome, then, roſy dimpled Bey — 101 
ome, ye Part). jangling Swains — 329 


22 Contented all Day I will fit at your Side 141 
12 Lontented I am, and contented I'll be — 390 
3 5 rimſon Leaves the Roſe adorn — 115 
1660 ruel Strephon, will you leave me — 35 
6 Nupid, from his favourite Nation 328 
68 -upid, God of /oft Per ſua ſion — — 3 5 5 
D. 

370 Daughter feweet of Voice and Ai — 296 
22 Dear Chloe, awhile thus beyond Meaſure 202 


Peare Daphne, turn thine Eyes — 265 
Pear Heart ! what a terrible Life am I led 377 
Dear Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now hind to my 


ain 253 
Pear Sylvia, no longer my Paſſion deſpiſe 344 
Declare, y pretty Maid 313 
Ditant fly thee, carping Care — 16 


| 1 
$- "ry Bliſs that Heav'n can give — 107 
V'ry Nymph and Spepberd bring — 279 


a Fair 
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F. 

Fair Aurora, prithee flay — 
Fair Hebe I l:ft with a cautious Defign 

Fair Kitty, beautiful and young — 
Fair Venus left ber bleſt Abodes, they ſay 
Fanny, 2 than a Flower — 
Farewell, Janthe, faithle/s Maid — 
Farewell the ſmoaky Town, adieu _ 
Farewell, ye green Fields and feet Groves 
Far Northward as the Dane extends his Sauay 
Far feveeter than the Hawthorn Bloom — 
Flattering Hopes the Mind deceiving — 
Fly, Care, to the Wind: 
Fly hence, grim Melancholy's Train 


Ely, ſoft Tacas, fy - 


Forgive me, if your Leoks I thought  —* 


For various Purpoſe: ferwes the fank( 
Freedom ts areal Treaſure — 
Frolic and free, for Pligſure born - 

From Nymph to Nymph my Heart had row'd 


From plowing the Ocean, and threſhing Monſieur 194 | 
From the Man wvhom [love tho my Heart I dijguiſe 254 
| G = 


*Gainft the deructive Wiles of Mon —— 
Gemeel is my Damon, engaging his Air — 


Gentle Breezes <vaft bim over — 
Gentle Damon, ceaſe to woo me — 
Gentle Ladies, kindly flay — 


Gentle Shepherd, footh my Sorrows — 
Give me but a Wife, I expect not to find 

Go, Role, my Chloe's Bojom graces + — 
Go, tell Amanda, gentle Sevain won 
Go, tuneful Bird, that glads the Skies © 


Haplt/s muſt the Shepherd ves ———ß—— 
Happy Day ! for ever dear — 


76 
748 


— — —_ mn a. * A _© ln? 


ffy Hours, all Hours excelling 
Hey the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care —— 28g 
bark ver the Plains what glad Tumults we 
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Pape 
* 294 


thoſe whh live in Shepherd's B - 


hear 80 
art the Birds begin their Lay — 250 
ark ! the Horn calls away — — 233 
ark! the Horn ſalutes the Ear — 375 
ark! *tis I, your un true Lover '=— 199 
afte, haſte, Phillis, haſte — 315 
nce with Care, Complaint, and Frowning 193 
ther come | — 13 
Poe! thou Nurſe of young Deſire ? 324 
peleſi Lowers, aubo ſue in Lain !!: 47 
a bleft has my Time been — 340 
blithly all the live- long daß — 37% 
blithe was I each Morn to Ce — 339 
pw brimfull of Nothing's the Life of a Bras 317 
e e2/p was Colin, how blithe and how gay 98 
w gentle was my Damon's Air www 334 
w happy were my Days till now ———— 3359 
vw heavy the Time rolls along — 2 
pw little do the Landmen know mn 190 
How much ſuperior Beauty awes 329 
Bow pleas'd within my native Bow'rs — 102 
Bow phaſing we find the gay Sports of the Field 71 
Wow lowly does his gen Heart—— 110 
am a young Shepherd, the Pride of the Plain 6 
am married, and hap 182 
Jealouſy, begone, and leave me 209- 
F Love's a ,? Paſſion — 147 
Mufic can charm, and if Love can invite _ 386 
er the cruel Tyrant, Love — . 1 
of that Man is happy, whoſe Life is moſt free 39 


21 5 
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Tf "tis Foy to wound a-Lover = 
if Tyrant Love, with cruel Dart 
Flite the Man, whoſe ſonring Soul w=——— G9 
Ive, 1 deat, I rave with Pain 


£ made Love to Kate — — 
Inet in our Village a Swain other Day 
I met young Damon 7other Day — 


IA all Mankind's promiſcucus Race | 
In April abe Primrejes paint the ſueet Plain 
In a ale, clos' d with Waodbines = nmmm—— 
tn Days of Here, when on the Plain — 
In Infancy cur Hopes and Fears. 
In Love fhould there meet a fond Pair 
In pity, Celia, 1 my Pain — 
Tt this ſhady bleft Retreat — — 

In vain in fearch of Quiet — 
Jrambled about a Twwelvemonth, I ve — 
Ifeareh'd the Fields of ev'ry kind | wn 
T-fee it, Myra, know. it well — 

1 feek my Shepherd gone aſtray — 

1 ſeek not at ance in a Female to fins. 
14old my Nymph, I told her true k¶kͤ 


L. | 
Laſt May-Day 1rambl:d the Meadows along 
Laft Midſummer-E ve as I paſs'd thro? the Grove 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind | 
Let Beauty with the Sun ariſe 
Let gay Ones and great 
Let me wander not unſeen — 
Let ethers Damon's Praiſe rehearſe - | 
Let Rakes and Libertines, reſign'd 188 
Let abe Nymph fill auoid, and be deaf to the Swain 63 # 
Long Time my Heart had rod ———— 267 
Lowe efferts his pow'rful Reign = — 386 
Lawely Maid, fair Beauty's Pride. -——— zoo 
ZLywely, yet ungrateful Swain — 163 
* Love 
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age 
ve never more ſhall give me Pain an 

116 He ſound: the Alarm . ———— 125 
60 Me's a gentle, gen'raus Paſſion 396 
2 's a ſeveet and ſeſt Musician — 135 


ve's the Tyrant of the Heart. .wꝛ 173 


299 Hucinda once my Soul Pei 259, 
09 . : * 7 . 188 
56 Maident, let your Lowers languiſh ß ? — 374 

295 Warcus he young, the a pe the brave _ 115 
33 „ Danae, oben fair and ung — 184 

301 Wy Bank are all furniſb'd with Bee. — 129 

1 2) Colin leave, fair London Town, — 365 
78 Fair, ye Sawains, is gone aftray.  ——— 156 


22 My. fond Shepherds of late were jo bleft —— 155, 
25 ly. Heart's my own, my Will is free - 351 
34 Jockey was the blitheſt L 43 
49 Kitty cries, Va, Damon <vile 263 
209 Laddie is gang d far away ver the Plain 363 
19 Proving Heart has , with Pride  ——— 90 
228 Wyriilla, demanding the 2 my Pen — 235 
187 ar a thick Grove, ⁊uboſe deep emboad ring Shade 349 
ar the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of @ Hill 292 
385 | longer let ewhimfical Song flers compare — 121 
12 nore ſball Meads be deckt with Flow'rs 9 
201 lp more the feſti ve Train I'll join 24 
402 Nym h, that trips the werdant Plains — 226 
140 | on Beds of fading Flow'rs mmm 2co. 
299 n Beauty's tranfrent Pleaſure — 220 
238 Woman Ber Envy can ſmother — 285 
188 % Phoebus arketh in the Weſt . 283 
63 * Pleaſure unbounded ręſounds oder the Plains 256 
267 ww the happy Knot is ty'd — 198 
86 he Summer advances, and Pleaſure removes g 
,oo NI and Sbepherdi, come away 186: 


* W | 0 
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285 2 Page | 
O. 5 
Oz _ ! avilt thou gang with ue — 27 
O Damon,” Fil! you Hrive in vain - —= 3 
Oo er Moorlands and Mountains, rude, barren, and ban 


1708 

O give me that fecial Delight 8 
e 
| al, T in an ge ae — 35 
'Oh F "tis 15 all * 3 174 


'Oh would. ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 164 


O Lowe, thou bitter Foe to Ref 1:16 
Once more Tl tune the vocal Shell — — 189 
Once the Gods of the Greeks: — 70 
One Morning young Roger accofted me thus 2:8 
One Summer Eve, as F ancy fair 144 


On ev'ry Tree, in ev'ry Plain — 377 
On fam d Arcadia's Habe Plain g : 
On Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, how old Time © 
'On t mo gentle Stour, when I breath'd the /i 1 ; ö 

ute 4 
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© Oons! Neighbour, ne er bluſh for a Trife like this 3 y 

Oo Ranelagh! O Ranelagh ! — 7 
O Sawney, why leav'ft thou thy Nelly to mourn a 4 e 
O what a Change in my Fortune is this m4 


©: / what @ Simpleron = 1 20 
F Palemon, in the Hawthorn Bow'r — 109 
Parting to Death wwe well compare k— 18 
Phoebus meaner Themes di/daining— wes 1 
"Philica's Charms poor Damon took ——— 1% 
"Pho! Pox 0 this Nonſen/e, I prithee give o rr 2; 
Purſuing Beauty, Men deſcry — 2709 
Ful about the briſk Bowl, Fon enliven the Heart 300 


% 


Neſelo d, as her Port, of Celia zo ing — 210 


U "v 
- 2 TY - 8 2 9 : 
7 
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1 | 
4 thou ſetn the Snow: drag ena TIT 89 


= 

5 „ little fooliſh, flutt ring Tbingg ei 7 0 
an 4 why muſt the Poet s. /oft Lays \. Ns 
N r to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond 2, 2 

8: rom the filent Grove Alexis > od 
802 ature ſheds ber Sqveets arou | of TY: \ 7 
3 e 2 ſee, Aurora *gins to riſe. 

1:18, %, yon" fair Proſpe, howy huely ity it fury 2 
1% e-, he roſy-finger d Hour. —— 3279 
1e the Town, fair Delia flew \— 274 | 
11; e“ not your Hours away — 35 


e —.— ceaſe complainin — 1 
2; % = not, O King, againſt the Yout « 
14/8 -:ce Artiſti aubo ſue for the Trophies of F. ame 


37% e every Charm on Earth combine VE 


„e Hodge proves ungratefu!h!·äkw _. 1 
30% ce Pimping is à Science, Sir 3 
er, ef tbe tuneful Strain 4803 

18/7 plea/ing Pains, unknown before — 203 
30% ne love to range, ſo fond of Change — 20 

1, of Zaſe, be blithe and gay - 391 

e Winter bas left us — 145 
38:1! in Hopes to get the better — 5 


ill you fly me, fhittiſh Creature — 1 
Wreams bat f Hifi murm'ring flows — :. 380 
gg rephon. areſe at early Dawn nk ! 3384 
re Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs | 
cet Echo, faveeteft Nymph 3 

eeteft of pretty Maids — 10 
oer Thruſb, that makes the vernal Year 42 
| Ivia, _ thou waſte thy Prime =— 2 


Wke in thy roy Train l — 3 
ell me, Celia, why ſo “⸗tg³ g — — 

ell me, lowely Shepherd, » where 
2 Tender 


20 
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Tender Virgins, ſbun Deceivers 4 
Thanks, Chloe, thy cogueting Art 1112 
That Jenny's my Friend, my Delight, and my Pride 251 
| That I might not be plagu d 18; 
| That May-Day of Life is for Pleaſure — 27,508 
: The Birds faveetly carrol, Spring lrads up the Year 31 
3: The Bird that hears her Neſtling cry — 271 
- Theblitheft Bird that ings in May = 
| The Card invites, in Crowds we fly — 
| The echoing Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad 
The. faithle/s Theſeus ſcarce bad got on board 
| The feftive Beard was mer 
| The fragrant Lily of the Vale 
| The gaudy Tulip favells with Pride 
The gentle Swan, with graceful Pride — 
Theglittring Sun begins to riſe — — 
| The Goodne/s of Women, ſame Men will diſpute 
| The honeft Heart, whoſe Thoughts are clear 
| The kind Appointment Celia made — 
The Lads and the Lass all jocund were ſcen 
The Lark 2 Return of Mern 
The Month was May, the Birds began to fing 
The Morning freſp, the Sun in Eaft 
The new-flown Birds the Shepherds ſing 
| The Nymph that I low'd <was as chearful as Day 
. The Projped clear'd, around is beard 
| The Shepherd's plain Life | 
1 * Silver Moon's enamour d Beam — 
The luggiſb Morn, as yet undr-ft © 
Ti eg Dawn of happy Dor — — 
5 The Soldier tir 4 of Wars Slarms ———— 
3 The Sun from the Eaft tips the Mountains | 
| The Sun like any Bridegroom gay 
| T he Sweets of Peace Hall be our own 


The whining, «<whbimp' ring purblind Boy mm 
[ | The Winter its defolage Train — 
"6 
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1 Page 
e 1 omen all tell ne P'm falſe to my Laſs — 323, 
il te wanton God, auto picrces Hearts — 299 
52 nod Lark whiſtles thro the Grove — . 7, 
839 World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit 353. 
14%; col flinty Heart it is you who have warm'd 26. 
31% bis Paſſion in Silence the Youth would conceal 17 8 
79. my Dreſs, as my Manners, ts [imple and plain 119 
Sol had 1-ft the Weftern Skies  —— 378. 
35198" tbe Winds are ewhiftling round me— 364 
150 oft Invader of the Soul — 87 
J onder Glade and verdant Lawn —— 62 
3119 7 ather / away ! I'll renounce the ſoft Claim 127. 
Ia 7 welvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they — . 
) ; 206 
2008, not Wealth, it is not Birth 275 
i: rurb the Will cuith vain Prelenede — 167 
I's 7 dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 120 
15: To deck her Bojom Chloe choſe 102 
%% bis Heart, and own his Flame —— 176 
eber let us range the F ields 207 
ze tlandel' plea/rug Notes, as Chloe ſung 116 
ieep my gentle [ele 354. 
nove Mary paſſing <vell — 321 
3 eaſen, ye Fair. ones, aſſert your Pretence 367 
2 be conſcious Groves I hit une!üöyç! 390 
bee, Q gentle Sleep, alone gt. 
2 ber Day, as 1 /at in the Sycamore Shade 300 
23 onder Beech's friendly Shade © —— 129 
at the cool and fragrant Hour — 7 
car the Gate of Calais, Hogarth zells 24 
| = Na, early on a Holiday 117 
1:8 | 1 
„Beauty gaudy Flos rt.!⸗· 172 
1/8 er'ry fond Endeavour t. 142 
2 1 ateful Lowe, thus tv'ry Haur — ,z90 N 
J Love ſhould ever bind — — — ' 
as 


When Darjres py 


When 1 ſurvey thee, matchleſs far? i 


X1V An ALPHABETICAL TABLE 


Page 
W. * 
Was I a Shepherd's Maid, to keeps — 376 1 
Vas 1 ſure a Life to lead 13; 3 
Was Nanny but à rural Mail kx.wwʒ 399 
Welcome, vernal Summer, here — 298 8 
Well met, pretty Mp“ — — 30 4 
Well, well, ſay no more 3194 
What beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight «—— 12, 
What means that tender Sigh, my Dear «—— 3 
Mat Med' cine can ſoften the Beſom's keen Smart 151 . 
What Sadneſs reigns over the Plain — 251 75 | 
What's feweeter than the new-blown Roſe— 13: 
What tempts you ſo late, my feet Maiden, to rove 371 


When Bacchus, jolly God, invites 71 
When Beauty on the Lover's Soul 170 
When Bibo thought fl — oe f?? 139; 


When Blufpes dy d the Cheek of Morn wm 12; i; 
When Britain firft, at Heaw'ns Command — 1 
4, and Vi lets blue 7 
When Fairies dance round on the Graſs ws 33 
When firſt by fond Damon 
then firſt I jaw the graceful Maid wm 40 
When forc'd from dear Hebe to go 2 
Wen gentle Harriot fi I ſaw ——— 2 

When here, Lucinda, firſt we came —ĩ 30%, 
When I beheld you all divine | 2 
When I drain the roſy Bowl — 1 2 
When I enter d my Teens, and threw Playthings affdeꝛ: WW 

When ſeſſy ſmil d, her lovely Look 


When innocent Paſtimes our Pleaſure did crown 


upd" tx 
'4 
7 
1 
9 


When I think-on your Truth, I doubt you no more 1 
When I was a young One 3 
When late I wander d der the Plain — memes 18 2 
When lately I fer d Eunica to kiſs * 2 

; 2 
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| Page 
76 Ven Love at firſt Approach is ſeen 59 
135 When, lovely Maid, with thee Tjoin'd — toy 
399 en mighty Roaſt Beef 160 
9% en once I with Phillida ray d 196 
30% en once Love's ſubtle Poiſon gains 356 
319 Hen Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does adorn 271 
12 Pen Phillis vas faithful, and fond as fot's fair 112 
zu en real Foy we miſs 128 
151 When Summer comes, the Sabains on Tweed 372 
251 When the Nymphs were contending for Beauty 333 
11 When the Ro/e is in the Bud, and the Vi'lets blow 271 
13! Ven the Trees are all bare, not a Leaf to be ſeen 40 
37 Ven Trees did bud, and Fields were green 169 
11 When wintry Blaſts and ruſting Storms expire 87 
17 Ven you meet à tender Creature * nnn 
V1; ereer I turn my raviſh'd Eyes 383 
12; Were Pall Delia fly for Shelter „% 
15% ere the — ſweetens the Bow'y — 305 
19: Wherever Im going, and all the Day long © 29 
3h is beſt, ye Caſuifts, ſaxyg̃ 57 
ile Beaux to pleaſe the Ladies rite —— 240 
4% 8: 'e Bloſſoms deck each verdant Spray we 281 
20 ile on Earth's ſoft Lap deſcending e 
25 (Ile others barter Eaſe for State — 179 
30e others ftrip the new-fall'n Snows — 327 
% Phillis, with ambitious Views — 97 
in on thy dear Bojom lying — 33 
de 2: M Anoab the Saweets of Liberty — 211 
74 buy a Heart — — 3323 
. Damon, wilt thou firive in yain —— 293 
Sy heaves my fond Bojom bow | f 357 
i will Delia thus retire — — 247 
3 Florella, a2uben I gaze hk 94 
uill you my Paſſion reprove — 401 
Hern, and with Hounds I waken the Day 210 
Hg! Phillis Il trip o'er the Meads — 86 


4 


27 
* 
8 
= 


xvi An ALPHABETICAL TazLt of the SONGS. : 
Page 
With the Man that I love, I was deftin'd to davell 18; 7 


With Women and Wine I defy ew'ry Care — 280 
Would you tafte the Noon-tide Air — zu 


Would you wiſh to gain a _ 519 
Ye Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things 311 ; - 
Ye blitheft Lads and Laſſes gay 392 


Te chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen | 
Ze fair married Dames, who Yo often deplore 1:45 
Ye Fair, poſſe/s'd of ev'ry Charm 4 
Ye Fair, who ſhine thro” Britain's Le — 2909 
Ze gliding Minutes, ffeetly move - 3% 
Ye Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex 23% 
Ye Nymphs, whoſe ſofter Souls approve —— 2 
Te Nymphs, who to the Theme of Love — 13 
Ye Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay ——:? 87 
. Ye Shepherds, who, bleft in your Lowes mans 20 
Yes, Lelia, *tis at length too plain 214 
Tes, Pm in Love, I feel it noa ——— 159 
Tes, theſe are the Scenes where with Iris I ftray'd 10 
Ze Sxwains, <who reap the ripen d Corn 64 
Te true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land 25 
Te werdant Waods, and cryſtal Streams = 
Ye Warblers, while Strephon I mourn — 32 
Young Colin fiſhing near the Mill —————— 24 
Young Colin, long @ tuneful Saua 36 
Young Damon, with ſeducing Art — 4 
Young Daphne was the prettieſt Maid ww 20 
Yaung Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy fo fair 1; 
Young Molly, abo lives at the Foot of the Hill 1*Y 

Young Phillis ene Morning a Maying would ge Hu 
Young Strephon Jong doated on Fhabe the fair 
Young Strephon, the artful, the dangerous Sauain 7 
Tau Jay, at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair 14 
You /potted Snakes with double Tongues + »—— 2 
You tell me Im handſome (1 know not how true) k 
ark T 


2 
1 
C3 


* 
1 
n 

* 


T HE 


_— * 


„ — 


— — 


3 Wo /:vourite Song ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at ware; 
* ball. Gardens. mg 2 
1 Set by Mr. Hook. 

20 IMPLE Srepbon, ceaſe complaining, 


Talk no more of fooliſh Love; 
Wink not e'er my Heart to reign in, 


60 Think not all you ſay can move. 
| 71 . I take Delight to fetter 
: Thrice ten thouſand Slaves a Day; 
rice ten thouſand Times your Betters 
0 Gladly would my Rule obey,” 527! + 
2 | Yi 10 


3 bimple Strephon, © "5 f 


20 
r not her who ſtill forbids you, , 
To ſome other tell your Mean? 
aſe where'er your Fancy leads 10n s 
Let C-lorinda, but alone. 70 
a imple Strephon, Sc. 1 . * 
20f B SONG 


18. 1 
SONG II. 
rr 1 
A Favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Mr. Vernon, 4 
Vauxhall-Gardens. 1 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 
No Comfort's in my Mind ; | 
There ne'er could be a happier Swan, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 4 


For when (as long her Chains I've worn) 
I ſeek Relief from Smart, | 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn ; 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart, 


My Rival, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold ; 

But ſurely I a Heaven adore, 4 
Too precious to be ſold. 1 


Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize 1 h 
For Wealth, and not Deſert, 3 

And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe ? 17 
Alas! *twill break my Heart. 4 


When, like ſome panting hov'ring Dove, 
J for my Bliſs contend, | 
And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 


he coldly calls me Friend. I * 

Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive nl 
To act a Healer's Part; 2 

Twill keep but ling' ring Pain alive, FM 


Alas !l————and break my Heart, 


- 


8 


3 . 
t, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won, 
And Jam dead and cold, 

enounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when tis told. 


Por ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 
Will take my injur'd Part, 
Ind blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor Heart. 


SONG III. 

MM Parry of the Hit, 

Sung by Mr. Vernon. : 
I Se by Mr. Hook. 


Ex | k Venus, Queen of ſoft Deli gh t, 

4 Accept a Suppliant's Prayer, 
ho wiſhes to attend the Rites 

In which thy Vot'ries ſhare : 

pire his Tongue with gentleft Airs, 

XX Yet void of Art or Skill, 

hilſt he his unfeign'd Love declares 
For Patiy of the Hill. i 


"What Strains, O Goddeſs! muſt he find 

= To melt her frozen Heart, - 
ce Words can ne'er expreſs his Mind, 

Nor e'er his Pain impart ? 

leſs thy Son ſhall aid his Lays, 

And Love in her inſtill, 

IT vain will prove his artleſs Praiſe 

= Of Pazry of the Hill. 


B 2 | Her 


3 


Her Cheeks with Roſe and Lily vies, 
Her Breath with ſweet Woodbines, 
Inferior far unto her Eyes, 
The ſparkling Diamonds ſhine ; 
Her Voice excels the Linnet's Notes, 
Exceeds the Thruſh's Stile, 
In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their Notes, 
Like Patty”s of the Hill. 


How ſhall I paint her tender Mind, 


(The Charms J moſt adore) AB 

In her is ev'ry Virtue join'd ©. 

That Paſſion can inſpire. | & 

Her Soul the Graces all refine, 7 
She bends to Reaſon's Will, I 

I'd freely all the World refign E 
For Patty of the Hill. 9 

=_ 

SONG IV. b 


« The New Jockzyr, 


A favourite Scotch Seng, ſung by Mi F roud, & 4 
Mary bone-Gardens. x 
E verdant Woods, and chryſtal Streams, 
_—> By whoſe enamell'd Side 
N 1 ſhar'd the Sun's refreſhing Beams, 
While Tockey was my Guide: t 
No more their Shades or Murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylvia's love-fick Mind; 
No rural Streams can give me Eaſe, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Come, gloomy Eve, and vail the Sky 
With Clouds of darkeſt Hue ; 


6 


Cog 3) 


ither ye Plants; ye Flowrets die; 
1 Unchear'd with balmy Dew. 

Je wildly warbling Birds, no more 

| Your Songs can ſooth my Mind, 

y Hours of Joy, alas! are o'er, 

Since Jockey proves unkind. 


ell hie me to ſome dreary Grove, 

| For ſighing Sorrow made, | 

here nought but plaintive Strains of Love 
Re ſound through ev'ry Sade. 

hen the fad Turtle's melting Grief 

A With Philomel 1s join'd, 

lone ſhall yield my Heart Relief, 

| Since Jockey proves unkind, 


43 
Y 
ul 
1 
4 


Be warn'd by Sylvia's Fate, ye Maids, 

3 And ſhun the ſoft Deceit, 

he Love's own Eloquence perſuades, | 

4A *Tis all a dang'rous Cheat. 

ly quickly, fly the faithleſs Swain, 
His treach'rous Arts deſpiſe; r 

o ſhall you live exempt from Pain, 4 


id, 4 While hapleſs Sylvia dies. | 
I, SONG V. N 
4 ADvice to the LADIES. * 
3 Sung by Mrs, Weichſell, at Vauxhall-Gardens 
8 Set by Mr, Potter. : 


OULD you wiſh to gain a Love, 
You ſhall all your Hopes conceal ; 
Men inconſtant will diſcover 
hat too oft our Sex reveal. 


my: Virtue 


of 


4 : 
1 
With 
1 


16 1 
_ Virtue teaches wiſe Diſcretion, 
Fickle Men are full of Arts, 
By a thoughtleſs fond Confeſſion, 
They ſeduce and ſteal our Hearts. 
Would you wiſh, &C. 


Shun, O ſhun, then ſoft Perſuaſion, 
Let not Tears your Paſſion move, 
But embrace the firſt Occaſion, 
When convine'd they truely love. 
Would you wiſh, &c. 


SONG VI. 


The Younc SHEPHERD. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr. Potter. 


Am a young Shepherd, the Pride of the Plain, I 
The Laſſes all ſtrive my Affections to gain; 
I'm teaz'd by young Phillis, young Bridget as J 


8 oy | | 
Say what would you have ſuch a young Shepherd d 


I cannot be eaſy wherever I go, 

Nor know I the Reaſon they follow me ſo; 
Tis ſtrange I am ſure, you will readily own, 
That tho? I refuſe, they won't let me alone. 


Laſt Night at the Wake, when I danc'd on 1 

Green, | 1 
Such Numbers came round me as never was ſeen 
To be teaz'd in this Manner no Mortal can bear, 
So I fix'd upon one who is lovely and fair. 


1 11 
Fer Eaſe and Good-nature, I vow and gar 
2M ave gain'd my Affection beyond all the reſt ; 

"She has Wit, Youth, and Beauty, the Paſſions 


Ind at laſt I'm afraid I am ſmitten with Love. 


SONG VII. 
The Mit«s Maio. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Potter. 


: WAS at thecool and fragrant Hour, 
Wy the Evening fteals upon the 
That Szſan choſe Wo Woodbine Shade, 

4 And liam taught that Grove to ſigh: 
he ſweeteſt Damſel ſhe on all the Plains, 

ain, The ſofteſt Lover he of all the Swains, 


in; 
an He took her by the lily Hand, 

Which oft had made the Milk look pale, 
dd Her Cheeks with modeſt Bluſhes glow'd, 

. As thus he breath'd his tender Tale; 
he liſt'ning Streams a while forgot to flow, 
1 he Doves to murmur, and the Breeze to blow.) 


1 
N 


I O ſmile, my Nair, thy dimple Smiles 
" * Shall lengthen on the ſetting Ray: 

1 2X < Thus let us melt the Hours in Bliſe, 

a Thus ſweetly languiſh Life away 

den Thus ſigh ourſelves into each others Breaſt, 
ea . Loving as Turtles, and as Turtles bleſt.” 


4 B Sh 
9 


. 
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Where Roſes mix no civil War 


To ſee what Saint his Luſtre mocks; 


1 
She ſigh'd and bluſh'd, a ſweet Conſent, 
He thank'd her on his bended Knee, 
And w#mly preſs'd her Virgin Lip; 
Was ever Youth ſo bleſt as he? 
The Moon to light the Lovers homeward roſe, 
And Philemela lull'd them to Wege 


$ 0 N G vul. 
PRI IIIs, the Sun's Rival. 
+ Sung by Mr. Dodd. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


HE ſlug iſh Morn, as yet undreſt, 
My Phillis broke from out her Eaſt, 
As if ſhe'd make. her Choice to run 
With Venus, Uiber to the Sun: 
The Trees like Yeomen of her Guard, 
And ſerving more for Pomp than Ward, 
Bank'd on each Side with loyal Duty, 


Wave Branches to incloſe her Beauty. 


The waken'd Earth in Odours riſe, 

To be ber Morning Sacrifice; 

The Flowers, called out of their Beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowſy Heads; 
And he that for their Colour ſeeks, 
May find it vaulting in her Cheeks, 


Between her York and Lancaſter. 


Theſe Miracles had crampt the Sun, 
Who thinking that his Kingdom's won, | 
Powders with Light his frizzPd Locks, 


2 


13 


ue trembling Leaves through which he play'& 


D:pling the Walk with Light and Shade. 
ke Lattice Windows give the Spy, * | 


1 oom but to peep with half an Eye. 


1 ut what religious Palſy's this, 
Which makes the Boughs diveſt their Bliſs, 


Ind that they might her Footſteps ſtraw, - 


Prop their Leaves with ſhivering Awe. 
eillis perceives (and leſt her Stay 
Would wed December unto May) 


0 


Pichdrew her Beams, yet made no Night, 


- == 


"Mut left the Sun her Curate Light. 


SONG IX. 


JemMmMyY and Nanny, 


4 ng by Mrs. Arne, at Ranelagh; and Maſter 
Nj Brown, at Marybone. * 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
HE N innocent Paſtimes our Pleaſure di 


J crown, 

pon a green Meadow or under a Tree, 
er Nanny became a fine Lady in Town, 
ow lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe. 
Nouze up thy Reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
t no new Whim take thy Fancy from me: 
22 ! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
vour thy Jenny who doats upon thee. 


* 
+ 


Wn the Death of a Linnet give Nanny the Spleen ? 
n lofing of Trifles a Heart-aching be ? 

n Lap-dogs or Monkies draw Tears from 
= thoſe Een, h N 
at look with Diſdain on unfortunate me? 


— 


( 10 ] 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautiful Namny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile Parrot to me : 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, A 
Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thee, 


O think, my dear Charmer, on ev'ry ſweet Hour, 
That flid away ſoftly between thee and me; B 
E'er Squirrels, and Beaux, and their Fopp'ry has 

Power | A 
To rival my Love and impoſe upon thee, 4 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, I 
Let thy Deſires be all center'd in me: A 
Oh ! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 4 


Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee, 


hh 
SONG X. * 
*Þ 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


Weeteſt of pretty Maids, let Cupid incline the 
T'accept of a faithful Heart, which now 
reſign thee ; 4 
Scorning all felfiſh Ends, regardleſs of Money, 
It yields only to the Girl that's gen'rous and bonn 
Take/me, Jenny, . | 
Let me win you, = 
While I'm in the Humour: 4 
I implore you, 
Ladore you; 
What can Mortal do more? 
/Kifs upon't,. kiſs upon't, turn not ſo flyly; Wl 
There's my Hand, there's my Hand, twill nevi 
beguile thee. ® 


- 
"= 
WW 
= 
E 


4 


I e 
3 ight are thy lovely Eyes, thy ſweet Lips de- 
X lightin 
3 ell poliſh 4 thy Iv'ry Neck, thy round' Arms 
1 inviting; 

ft at the milk-white Churn with Rapetiire I've 


owl = ſeen them; 
Mut, oh! how Pve ſigh'd, and wiſh'd my own Arms , 


between them. 
Take me, Jenny, &c. 


; ve Store of Sheep, my Love, and Goats on the 
1 Mountain, 
Ind Water to brew good Ale from yon chryſtal 


Fountain; 


'h 


"Fe too a pretty Cot, with Garden and Land to't, 


I t all will be doubly: ſweet when you put a Hand 

| ©; toꝰ t. 

4 Take me, Jer. &c. 
agb Nes 

3 SONG XI. 

4 ADIO E to CRHTLOE, a new Cantata. 

» the By | 
* Sung by Mater Brown, at An. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


4% 
„ILL you fly me, ſkittiſh Creature, 
Lovely Maid, than Flora ſweeter; 
fting like a tim'rous Fawn, 
ar its Mother on the Lawn, 
Irting, panting, void of Reſt, 
' ſuſpicious all that harms it, 
ry moving Leaf alarms it: 
ITE: Ts chance to lie 
rr the Hedge *tis paſſing by, 
oy Sa ft it Js, with Fear direſ,'d:; 
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| All theſe fooliſh Notions ſie on, 
I'm no Tyger, Bear, or Lion; 


SGirliſn Whims, and needleſs Fears, 


A care 


1 


Grief at Heart ſhall ne'er oppreſs thee, 
But fond Love with Ardour preſs thee ; 
Leave (fince paſt thy childiſh Years) 


From thy watchful Mother flying, 
With a Lover's Flame' complying, 
Gayly paſs the fleeting Hours, 

And mature with Female Pow'rs : 
Fondly toying and enjoying, 
Taſte the Sweets of conſtant Love. 


SONG XII. 
UxDER THE ROSE. FA 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens, WW 


Ser by Nr. Potter. 9 
AST Mid/ammer Eve, as I paſs' d thro' 
Grove, 4 

3 


I met with young, Phillis, the Goddeſs of Love ; 1 
My Heart was tranſported, you well may ſuppof 
I gave her a Kiſs — but 'twas under the Re 1 


She ſtarted and bluſt'd, and reply'd with a Frovii 
«« Don't fancy, young Swain, Il be kiſs'd by 
« Clown; | arts Y 

« Pm courted by young Strephon——ſee yond 
* he goes; | 3 
Still I gave her a Kiſs— but *twas under the Roſe. lf 


Home, come, deareſt Charmer,“ I tenderly cry 
not for Strephon; 111 not be deny' d,. 
: ; «6 He | 2 


* 


< 
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4 Inder fragrant roſy Bow'rs, Me TR AE) Wor 
vers paſs the fleeting Hours; 4 
ymphs and Shepherds fiow are ſeen 
DP anczng on the chequer'd Green. 


113 1] 
He's falſe to young Phillit; he very well knows, 
My Heart is right honeſt, tho“ ander the Roſe. 


If S:rephop be falſe, what has Phillis to do 2” 


She anſwered in Anguiſh) ** No Men ſure are 


O yes, my dear Girl 6 (I reply'd) don't ſup- 
* poſe. | 
But Damon is conſtant, tho' under the Roſe.” 


If you love me,.(ſhe ery'd) here then freely I 
6c give * 
My Heart and Affection as long I live.” 


led her to Church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe 
Nut Damon is conſtant, tho' under the Ro/e. 


SONG. XIII, 
The SHEPHERD's FES TIVAL,. 


Talio, ſung at Vauxhall-Gardens, by Mrs. Pinto, 
Mrs. Weichſell, and Mr. Vernon. 4 


Set by Mr. Potter. 


..Cnorys. 


TT TITHER:come; 2 => 
To the Sound of the Drum; : 
[Pleaſure courts you out to Joy, 1 
Let us then the Gift employ. . 
Ty . Weichſell. 


nh 0 2 


Cryorus; 


[14] 

Cnosus. hi 

Hither come, c. | 
Mr, Vernon. 


By yon Hedge-row's pleaſing Shade, 
View each jolly toping Blade ; 
Bacchus lends his Pow'r divine 


In a Goblet full of Wine. 


| £2 CHORUS, 
Hither come, c. 


All are happy, all are gay, 

Such the Bliſs of blooming May; 
Hither haſte, ye Sons of Mirth, 
Joy and Pleaſure here have Birth, 


CHORUS. 
Hither come, Sc. 


SONG. XIV... 
The ENGLIS B PADLOCK. | 


Favourite Song, /ung by Mr. Vernon, at Vaux4 


5 


F 
Wo 


all- Gardens. 5 0! 

INCE Artiſts who fue for the Trophies off! 
Fame, os tv. ; 

Their Wit, and their Taſte, and their, Genies e 


proclaim, 1 3 12. 
Attend to my Song, where you'll certainly find 
A Secret diſclos'd for the Good of Mankind; 
And deny it who can, ſure the Laurel's my Due 
Pve found out a Padlock to keep the Wife true. 


Should 


1 f 
hould the amorous Goddeſs preſide o'er your 

| Dame, 

With the Ardours of Youth all her Paſſions inflame; 
hould her Beauty lead Captive each ſofter Deſire, 

\nd languiſhing Lovers ſtill ſigh and admire; 

et fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho* Thouſands may 

ſue, 


| nen I tell you my Padlock to keep a Wife true. 
o' the Huſband may think that he wiſely re- 


ſtrains, | 
Vith his Bars and his Bolts, his Confinement and 
Chains ; | 
ow fatally weak muſt this Artifice prove, 
an Fetters of Steel bind like Fetters of Love ? 
hrow Jealouſy hence, bid Suſpicion adieu, 
Reſtraint's not the Padlock to keep a Wife true. 


Phould her Fancy invite to the Park or the Play, 

ll complying and kind you muſt give her her 

4 Way; , 

hile her Taſte and her Judgment you fondly 

approve, 

Fris Reaſon ſecures you the Treaſures of Love: 

And believe me no Coxcomb Admiſſion can find, 
or the Fair-one is ſafe, if you padlock her Mind. 


ho' her Virtues with Fotbles ſhould frequently 

lend, 5 | | 
et the Huſband be loſt in the Lover and Friend; 
et Doubts and Surmiſe no longer perplex, 


4 is the Charm of Indulgence that binds the ſoft 
1 3. Sex; 

e hey ne'er can prove falſe while this Maxim's in 
View, 


>00d-humour's the Padlock to keep a Wife true. 
SONG 


E004 
SONG XV, 


The Goop FELLow. 


Sung by Mr, Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


D ISTANT fly thee, carping Care, 
: From the Spot where I do dwell; 
Rigid Mortals, come not there, - 
- Frowns, begone to Hermit's Cell; 
But let me live the Life of Souls, 
With Love and Laugh, and flowing Bowls. 


_ Miſer, with-thy paltry Pelf | 
T give *gainſt thee my Hate its Scope; 
Wretch, that liv'ſt but for thyſelf, ] 
With Heart of Ruſt that cannot ope : 
Fly Bird of Night from Sun and Souls, 
That love and laugh o'er flowing Bowls, 


Who can let the Penſive go, 
Or the Eye that drops a Tear, 
And not weed their Minds of Woe, . 


May not dare nor peep in here: " 
Who can't be Friends, can ne'er be Souls, g 
Nor er ſhall quaff our flowing Bowls.' hi 

1 4 | el 


Joys on Joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and Mirth dwell in my Gate, 
Whilſt with Eaſe my Sand doth waſte, d 
Wzhilſt I bleſs the Book of Fate, 
| That lets me live the Life of Souls, 1 
| With Love and Laugh, and flowing Bowls. 


"+ SON( 


E201 
SONG XVI. 


Jock EY and JENNY» | 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Bates, 


S Joctey and Jenny ſat in the cool Shade, 
Young Jockey was happy, and happy the Maid; 
e bluſt*d, and ihe cry*d, ** Dear Fockey, with thee 
My Life, 1 in Bondage, would ſeem to be 
6c free. . 
en Jockey to Jenny his Paſſion to prove, 
r Ha Fo kiſy'd, his Eyes 23 Love, 
y'd out in a Tranſport.—“ Was ever a Pair 
S0 happy as Jockey and Jenny the Fair?“ 


intent with each other, in humble Retreat, : 

ey court not new Peauties, nor envy the Great; 

ll not quit his Nymph, nor the Nymph quit 
her Swain, | | 

r Pleafure that's falſe, or for Riches to gain: 

breathes the foft Pipe—her Voice tunes the 
Son | 

they Hand in Hand walk the green Vallics 
along; | 

ntent with true Pleaſure their Footſteps attend, 

Fockey and Jenny are Lovers and Friends, 


hile Rovers leave Sylvia for Chloe's bright Eyes, 
en Amynta purſue, and fair Chloe deſpiſe; 
he Pons lame of Love in their Breaſts will ne er 
urn, oo” 
d their Nymphs learn from them to be falſe in 
their Turn: 
ile Jocley and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd 


Cot, 


e Strangers to Care, and bleſs Fate for their Lot. 
| | Ye 
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Ye gay Ones, and Fair, would you true Pleaſy 
ſhare, 2 


Be conſtant like Jockey and Jenny the Fair. 


SONG XVII. 


The Fair-SEX VINDICATED. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall - Gardens. 
| Set by Mr. Bates. 


HE Goodnefs of Women, ſome Men y 
diſpute, 
But I ſhall their Arguments fairly confute ; 
Undeniably prove that they do what they ough 
And ſay what you will, they are never in Faul 


You ſometimes object to their voluble Tongue 

That they eps your Ears, and deſtroy their 0 
ungs; 

Should they talk (pretty Creatures) from Morn: 

| till Night, | 

From fifteen to fifty they are all in the Right. 


If Reſentment againſt the Fair-Sex you concei 
Give Attention to Slanders, and Slanders belie- 
Behold their ſweet Faces— Reſentment will fly 
Vexation turn Pleaſure, and Jealouſy die. 


The Poets ftrange Tales tell of Orpheus you kn 
How he went for his Wife to the Regions belc 
But it muſt be æ Falſehood, becauſe one ſo fait 
So lovely and kind, was too good to go there 


19 ] 

b more at theſe Charmers, ye Unthinking, rail, 
t o'er your Barbarity let em 9 

rfection to Kings and to Females belong, | 
r Women (like Monarchs) can never do Wrong. 


SONG XVII. 


Avovice ro MyRa, | 
Set by Mr. Bates. 
IF Sce it. Myra, know it well, . 
That Love has reach'd your Heart; 
r what your Tongue denies to tell, 
Your willing Eyes impart. 
hen Damon wreſtles on the Green, 
Your Looks your Paſſion prove; 
rr in your Eyes is plainly ſeen 
The partial Joy of Love. 
hen Suky gave her lily Hand 
To Damon in the Vale, 
y, could you then your Fears command, 
Did not your Cheek turn pale? 
aſe then, dear Maid, to teaze the Youth, 
But plainly own your Flame, 
dr Love con ts of honeſt Truth, 
And will itſelf proclaim. 


SONG XIX. 
The In consTANT. 
Sung by Mr. Phillips, at Marybene-Gardens. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 

OUNG Damon, with ſeducing Art, 
| His well- feign'd Paſſion pleads ; 
as Sylvia take his conſtant Heart, 
She loves, and he ſucceeds :; 


n V 


Vet 
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Yet he her kiſs-imprinted Lips 
Forſakes with the Hour, 
And apes the roving Bee, that ſips 
2 The Sweets of ev'ry Flow'r. 


New / Objects now attract his Eyes, 
Subu'g by other Charms ; 3 

While hapleſs Hei vainly tries 
To lure him to her Arms. 

Of this, ye blooming Fair, be ſure, 
If Virtue once give way, 

The Heart you thi nk. you hold ſecure, 

No longer owns your Sway. 


b 
SONG XX. 
Woman. 
Set, and ſung by Mr, Taylor, at Marybone-G ardet 
Words by Mr. Boyce. a 


go! ME love to range, ſo fond of Change, 
Variety's their Shrine ; 

Each has his — and fav'rite Whim, 
But Woman, Woman's mine. 


6 — oO — — 


The feſtive Bowl, the martial Soul, 
The Miſers I decline; 

Like childiſh Toys, to ſome their Joys, 
But lovely Woman's mine. 


With various Arts ſhe charms our Hearts, 
And makes this Life divine; 
For all the Tricks of all the Sex, 
I'd ſtill have Woman mine. 
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Idiots rave, who what they'd have, 
The Sex they can't define ; 
as ſhe is, ſhe's form'd to pleaſe, 
And long be Woman mine. 


e ſparkling Eye, the melting Sigh, 
When "Bas and Heart conjoin; 

e Bliſs of Love, all Bliſs above, 
Make charming Woman mane. 


Pomp and State, ſucceed, ye Great, 
Pl! envy nor repine; 

bleſt with Pow'r, to Life's laſt Hour, 
To keep dear Woman mine. 


SONG XXI. 


rdet 


p 


O W heavy the Time rolls along, 
Now Julia is out of my Sight; 

ow dull is the Nightingale's Song, 

hat formerly gave ſuch Delight. 

he Meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
ow loſe all their Verdure'of May ; 

he Cowſlip and Violet are ſeen 

o droop, fade, and wither away. 


right Phebus no longer can pleaſe, 

ay Proſpects no longer ean charm; 
'en Muſic affords me no Eaſe, 

ho* wont ev'ry Paſſion to calm; + 

y Flocks too diforderly (tray, 

Lad bleat their Complaints in my Ear; 
lo more they leap, frolick and play, 
ut ſad like their Maſter appear. 
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But ah! if my Julia were ſeen, 


My Lambs they'd rebound on the Plain; 
Each Flowret wou'd ſpring on the Green, 


And Nightingales charm me again : 
Return then, my Fair-one, return, 
Your coming no longer delay ; 

O leave not your Shepherd to mourn, 
But haſten, my Charmer, away. 


SONG XXIL 


N Pity, Celia, to my Pain, 

No more my Heart reprove, 
Nor let the Blaſts of cold Diſdain 
Deſtroy my riſing Love : 
My Love, as yet, but newly blown, 
Muſt die for Want of Care; 
Tis your's (as you the Seeds have ſown) 
To ſave the Flow'rs they bear. 


When firſt the ſpringing Flow'r appears, 
And ſhews its Ly <4" 4 - 
Each gentleſt Wind it ſhiv'ring fears, 
And courts the Gardner's Aid. | 
In Pity then, no longer ſtrive 


To grieve my faithful Mind; 
Since Love and Faith, and Juſtice too, 
Expects you to be kind. 


SONG XXII. 


8 AY, why muſt the Poet's ſoft Lay 
To Beauty be always confin'd ? 
Or why not the Tribute of Praiſe 


Be paid to the Charms of the Mind? 
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y need we obſerve what we know, 

at Beauty will quickly decay, 

e Flow'rs, which ſoon as they blow, 
oop, wither, and then fade away? 


)o* not with that raviſhing Form, 
hich blooming Lucinda can boaſt, 

all Celia be treated with Scorn, 
lighted, becauſe ſhe's no Toaſt ? 

d, ſurely, for all muſt revere 

e Charms of her Temper and Mind 
er Judgment ſo ſolid and clear, 

xr Taſte ſo correct and refin'd. 


en why not the Tribute of Praiſe 

Be paid to the Charms of the Mind ? 
why muſt the Poet's ſoft Lays 

To Beauty be always confin'd ? 
Swains, then be prudent and wiſe, 

Nor liſten to Beauty's falſe Voice ; 
Happineſs pure if ye prize, 

Let Merit alone claim your Choice. 


SONG XXIV. 


HEN T ſurvey thee, matchleſs Fair, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm; 

! how can I from Love forbear ? 

Or how the Paſſion calm ? 

ch beauteous Charms in thee appear, 

Bright as the Morning Sun : 

Thy gaze I, ſimple Shepherd, here, 

And ſeek to be undone? 


But 
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But Nature ne'er defign'd us Harm, 
When ſhe ſuch Skill employ'd; 


Each heav'nly Grace, and beauteous Char 


Were gave to be enjoy'd. 
Then let your beauteous Smiles confeſs 
Complacency of Mind, 
And ev'ry ſoft Deſire expreſs; 
And as you're fair, be kind. 


Then you, replete with ev'ry Grace, 
Will ſnew how-yow-deſpiſe 

Theſe little Arts, Coquet's Embrace, 
To catch unguarded Eyes. 

So may you then with Juſtice claim 
The Loſs they muſt deplore, 

Unblemiſh'd Manners, pureſt Fame, 
When Beauty'll be no more. 


SONG XXV. 
i Sung by Mr. Vernon, 


E S, Delia, tis at length too plain, 
* My boaſted Liberty how vain, 
Thy Eyes triumphant prove: 
My Freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 
But think that Freedom nobly loſt, 
By ferving thee and Love. 


T talk*d, 1 laugh'd, with ev'ry Fair, 
No jealous Pang, no anxious Care, 
Did &er my Heart perplex ; 
Till I beheld, too lovely Maid, 
In thee, with ev'ry Grace diſplay'd, 
The Charms of all thy Sex. 


m, 
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SONG XXVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


H ! Strepbon, what can mean the Joy, 
The eager Joy I prove, 

hile you each tender Heart employ 

To win my Soul to Love? 


3 


d well your Paſſion you reveal, 
So top the Lover's Part, 

hat I with Bluſhes own, I feel 

A Rebel in my Heart. 


hen take the Heart, that pines to go, 
But ſee it kindly us'd ; 

Yr who ſuch Preſents will beſtow, 
If this ſhould be abus'd ? 


SONG XXVII. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


N this ſhady bleſt Retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my Dear; 
ark! I hear his welcome Feet 
Tell the lovely Charmer near, 


15 the ſweet bewitching Swain, 
True to Love's appointed Hour; 
y and Peace now fmile again, 
Love, I own thy mighty Power, A 
| [Da Capo. 


O C _$0NG 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto in Artaxerxes. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


DIEVU, thou lovely Youth, 
Let Hopes thy Fears remove; 
Preſerve thy Faith and Truth, 
But never doubt my Love. 


SONG XXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE Winter its deſolate Train 
L Of Froſt and of Tempeſts may bring; 
Yet Flora ſteps forward again, 
And Nature revives in the Spring. 


Tho? the Sun in his Glory's decreas'd, 
Of his Beams in the Ev'ning is ſhorn, 11 


Yet he riſes with Joy 1n the Eaſt, | 
And repairs them again in the Morn. h 
But what can Youth's Sunſhine recall, 
Or the Bloſſoms of Beauty reſtore ? or 
When its Leaves are beginning to fall, 0 
It dies and is heard of no more. 0, 


'The Spring-time of Love then employ, 
"Fis a Leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 

For Cupid's a Vagrant, a Boy, 

And his Seaſons will never return. 


: $.O NG XXX, 
Sung by Mrs. Arne in Cymon. 
SD HIS cold flinty Heart it is you who 
|  : warm'd, 
You waken'd my Paſlions, my Senſes have chart 


1 
a 
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vain againſt Merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
hat's Life without Paſſion of Love? 


he Froſt nips the Bud, and the Roſe cannot blow, 
rom Youth that 1s froſt-nipt noRaptures can flow; 
lyſium to him but a Deſert will prove, 

Vhat's Life without Paſlion, ſweet Paſſion of Love? 


SONG XXXL 
Set by Mr. Berg. 


HE whining, whimp'ring pur-blind Boy, 
Shall ne'er my Virgin Peace annoy ; 
Fig for Cupid, and his Dart, 

ow'r and Wealth ſhall rule my Heart. 


ith Youth and Health, and Freedom bleſs'd, 
11 be kind while I'm careſs'd; 


t if the Swain's inclin'd to range, 
hen I as readily will change. 


or why ſhould I, by Nature free, 

o Man reſign my Liberty? 

o, I'll the Female Right maintain, 
is theirs to yield, and ours to reign. 


SONG XXXII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


E Nymphs, whoſe ſofter Souls approve 
The touching Strain of Heart. fel Love, 
ho HI tell you of the gentleſt Swain | * 
hat ever grac'd the rural Plain. 


-hart 
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Who, but Lyſander, has the Pow'r 
To * every darkſome Hour? 


To call a Smile from Dimple ſleek, 
Or make the Blood forſake the Cheek? 


None with my Love cou'd e'er compare, 
For manly Beauty, graceful Air; 

For Speech whole Accents mild inſpire 
Gay Delight and ſoft Deſire. 


This matchleſs Youth I now poſſeſs, 
O Love abate thy fond Careſs ; 

For I am loft to all Relief, 

If Joy can kill as well as Grief. 


SONG XXXIII. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 
BY my Sighs you may diſcover 
What ſoft Wiſhes touch my Heart; 


Eyes can ſpeak and telt each other, 
What the Tongue cannot impart. 


Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing | 
Thoughts your Breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But *tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fendly love. 


[Da Capo. 


SONG XXXIV. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Bartholemon. 
. 


| Ranelagh l O Ranelagh ! 
O O ſweet Elyſian Scene! 
Am I awake, O Ranelagh ! 
Or do I only dream? 
| SEC o 


* 
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Sz cond CoOUuPLET. ek 
is here the God of Love reſides, 
Here Venus keeps her Court, 
ith Joy that gloomy Care derides,— 


The Graces here reſort ! ; 
Da Capo—O Ranelagh ! &c: 


THIRD CouPLET. 


Nymphs and Swains untouch'd by Love, 
If ſuch on Earth there be, 
hence, unleſs you mean to prove 
The doubtful Extaſy. 


Da Capo—O Ranelagh! & c 


Fou rn Cour LET. 


wanton Sport, the winged Boy 
Lets fly a thouſand Darts, . 

nidſt the Crowd relaxt with Joy, 
And wounds a thouſand Hearts: 

den laughing at their wild Deſpair, 
He lets them wander round, 

Il Fate conducts them Pair by Pair 
To ſalve each others Wound. 


Da Capo—O Ranelagh ! &c. 


apo, | 

SONG XXXV. 
Love and ResoLuTION. 

A new CanTATA. | 
ung by Mr. Lowe. The Words by Mr. Boyce. 


RECITATIVE. 
| HE Month was May, the Birds began to 


ſing, 
e Valleys laugh, and Flora's Beauties ſpring ; 


e 01 C3 | Up- roſe 


CT 1 
Up-rofe the Sun, like happy Bridegroom gay; 
All Nature ſmil'd to greet the new- born Day; 
When Damon drove his fleecy Care along, 
Peace warm'd his Heart, Content inſpir'd hi 
Song. 


AIX. 


Whence the Cares of buſy Liſe, 
Gloomy Thought, and inward Strife ? 
Some at wild Ambition aim, 

Others pant for Wealth and Fame ; 

Or for Beauty rave and ſigh, 

Let 'em do fo: —What care I ? 


RECITATIVE. 


Cupid, whoſe Pow'r's trinmphant o'er the Mindy 
Who ne'er was deaf, tho" Poets paint him blind, i: 
Attentive heard the Stoic Shepherd's Strain, | 
Reſolv'd to 22 Philoſophy was vain: 

Juſt had he ſpoke when Delia ſtruck his Sight, 
Delia, like Pallas wiſe, like Venus bright; 

He gaz'd, he paus'd, aſtoniſh'd at her Charms, 
And thus confeſs'd the Force of Love's Alarts, 


AIR. 


Shall the Heart that has vow'd to be free, 
Be entangled by Beauty at laſt? 
Ahl we never the future can ſee, 
We know only the preſent and paſt !- 
Ye gay Shepherds, deride not my Flame, 
For I'll conquer its Pow'r if I can; 
Quick, as ſudden as Lightning it came, 
And, alas, I'm no more than a Man ! 


Reci 


[3k Þ 
RECITAT IV. 


is Strain was pious, penſive, ſolemn, flow, 
e ſooth'd himſelf, and ſigh'd It muſt be ſo. 


AIR. 


hen he pluck'd up his Courage, and ſpake to 
his Heart, | 
To keep it diveſted of Sorrow ; 
(e'er ag” ſimple Thing, but we'll manage our 
art, 
If we can, we'll be married To-morrow. 


SONG XXXVL 
SPRING. | 
A new Song and Chorus, perferm'd at Ranelagh, 


By Mrs. Arne, Mrs. Barthelemon, Mr. Champ- 
neſs, Mr. Raworth, Oe. | 


ind 
nd, 3 


t, HE Birds ſweetly carrol, Spring leads up 
the Year, 

ms, Wind trips it away with the light-footed Hours; 

he. Vn Spite of black Minter that icowls in the Rear, 


She wakes as ſhe paſſes her Bloſſoms and Flow'rs. 


COR us. 


Then ſmile with the Seaſon, 
Fe Children of Reaſon, 
Her Bleſſings let Nature impart ; 
Of Sorrow beware, 
The Winter is Care, 
But Joy is the Spring of the Heart. 


£61 C4 While 


. 
While Nature thus ſcatters her Fragrance around, 
Inchants with her Muſic the Foreſt and Grove; 
Embroiders with Daiſies the green Velvet Groundſ 

And brings forth the Seaſon of Rapture and Love 


Smile, ſmile with the Seaſon, &c. 


New Life ſhall! flow briſkly and dance in the Vein; 
As it ſhoots through the Fibres of Plant and of 
- Tree; Y 

The Warmth of kind Nature has broke Winter's 
Chains, | 14 
And bids all Creation be happy and free! 


Then ſmile with the Seaſon, &c. 


As a Froſt, wicked Froſt, may the Bloſſoms de- 

ſtroy 
Lay wafte in a Night the fair Hopes of the Day; 
So the Heart may be nipp'd and be dead to all 


» 


oy 
To guilt-blighted Boſoms *tis Winter in May. 
Then ſmile with the Seaſon, &c. 


Ye Daugh es of Britain, let Nature's own Hand 

Spread the-Roſe on the Cheek, give the Glanceſ 
to the Eyes ; 

In the gay Round of Pleaſures let Prudence com- 
mand, pig 

Nor think it too low, 2% be Merry and Wiſe. 


Then ſmile wth the Seaſon, &c. 


MF When Spring is too forward, tis nipp'd in the 
8 Bloom, ; | \ 
The Bud and the Bloſſom is blighted and dies; 
1,6 v7 & So £ 


1 


o Youth, in her Beauty, may meet the ſame 


Doom. 
hen be not too ferward—be Merry and Wiſe. 


Smile, ſmile with the Seaſon, &c. 


SONG XXXVIIL 
The RaPyTURE. 


HILST on thy dear Boſom lying, 
Celia! who can tell my Bliſs ? 
ho the Raptures I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy Lips I kiſs ? 
'ry Look with Love inſpires me; 
Ev'ry Touch m my Boſom warms ; 
'ry melting Tranſport fires me ; 
Ev'ry Joy is in thine Arms, 


ioſe dear Eyes that ſweetly languiſh, 
Make my Heart with Rapture beat; 
aſure almoſt turns to Anguiſh, 
When the Tranſport is ſo great. 
dok not ſo divinely on me; 
Celia I ſhall die with Bliſs : 
t, Oh! turn thoſe Eyes upon me; 
and Who'd not die a Death like this Z 


lanceÞ 
SONG XXXVII. 
A favourite Glee for three Vaicess 
Set by Mr. Jackſon. 
EN a Vale, clos'd with Woodbines, where Grot- 
toes abound ; 
ere Rivulets murmur, and Echoes refannd ; 


ow'd to the Muſes my Time and my Care, 
ce neither cauld win me the Smiles of my Fair. 


com- 


1 the 


es 5 
So 
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As Freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung, 
And As dear Name never fell from ny 
ongue: 3 
But if a ſmooth Accent delighted my Ear, 3 
I could wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne wen 

near. 7 
With faireſt Ideas my Boſom I ſtor'd, 
To drive from my Heart the dear Nymph I ador'd 


But the more I with Study my Fancy refin'd, 
The deeper Impreſſion ſhe made on my Mind, 


Ah ! whilſt I the Beauties of Nature purſue, 
I till muſt my Daphne's fair Image review: 
The Graces have choſen with Daphne to rove ; 
And the Mie. are all in Alliance with Love. 


SONG XXXIX. 
_ Sung by Mrs. Pinto, 
Set by Mr. Arnold. 
1 F ?tis Joy to wound a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe ; 


When his Paſſion we diſcover, 

Oh how pleaſing *tis to pleaſe. 
The Bliſs returns, and we receive 
Tranſports greater than we give. | 

Et” & Iba Capo, 


SONG XL. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 


N Vain in ſearch of Quiet, C 
From Place to Place I range, 
My reſtleſs Cares augmenting, 

No Med'eine find in Change; 


— 2 — 
” 
be Di.yz 


Delig 
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Delights ſo lately charming, - 
ave loſt their Pow'r to pleaſe, 

Yet ſomething cou'd I find, 

Methinks wou'd give me Eaſe. 


SONG XLI. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


RUE L Strephon, will you leave me, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 


Will you leave me, cruel Strephon, 


Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, 
Can you treat my Love with Scorn ? Da Capo, 


WO! behold your Chloe pleading, 


Turn and ſee your once lov'd Maid; 
Let ſoft Pity intercedin 
Eaſe a Heart your Vows betray'd. Da Cafe 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and Janguiſh, 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd Brain ? 
See, he triumphs in my Anguiſh, 
See, he glories in my Pain. 


SONG XLII. 
Sung in the Enchanter. 


Set by Mr. Smith, 
I G H not your Howe mM 1 
Youth mall ever be * 
Ever ſhoald dance l | 
Pleaſure's inchanted Ground. | 
C 6 Reaſon 
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Reaſon invites you, 
Paſſion excites you, 
Raptures abound. | 
Spring ſhall her Sweets diſplay, 
Nature ſhall vie with Art; 
No Clouds ſhall ſhade the Day, 
No Grief the Heart. 
Love ſhall his Treaſures bring, 
Beauty ſhall ſport and ſing, 
Free as the Zephyr's Wing, 
Soft as his Kiſs. 
Come then, ſweet Liberty, 
Let us be ever free, 
What's Love without thee ? 


SONG XLIII. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


LY, ſoft Ideas, fly, that neither Tears nor 
Sighs "a 

My Virtue may betray : 
Nature's great Call, that governs all, 

A Daughter muſt obey, 


Alas l my Soul denies to hear Revenge's Cries; 


Dare not, fond Heart, to take his Part, 
But drive his Form away. 


SONG. XLIV. 
ung by Mr. Hudſon, 


| Youth belov'd by all the Plain, 7 
A lovely, bright and blitheſome Swain; 


Till firſt he ſaw fair J's Eyes, 
And now the Swain for 7% dies. 


0 
RE 
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To ſilent Groves thus did he cry, 
Muſt Th for ſweet Je die? 

Say, will ſhe uſe me with Diſdain? 
And muſt 1 live to love in Vain? 
But why ſhould I kill, ſigh, and moan, 
And not to her my Paſſion own n? 
How can I think her Heart to move, 
Before ſhe knows how much I love ? 
On Wings of Love PII fly and tell 
Fair 7% all the Pangs 1 feel: 
Shou'd the be kind and pity me, 
For ever bleſt will Thyr/ss be. 


8 O NG XLV: 
4 favourite Song in Saul. 
Set by Mr. Handel. 


IN not, O King, againſt the Youth, 
Who ne'er offended you; 

ink, to his Loyalty and Truth, 
What great Rewards are due. 


ink, with what Joy that godlike Man, 
You ſaw that glorious Day ; 

ink, and with Ruin, if you can, 

Such Services repay. 

m Cities ſtorm'd, and Battles won, 

What Glory can accrue ? 


this, the Hero beſt is known, 
He can himſelf ſubdue. 


SONG XLVI. 


OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, f 2 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee, 
r ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 


My Peggy, if thou die. 


x 
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Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Love ſo true to me, 


Without thee I can never live, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 


If Fate ſhould tear thee from my Breaſt, 
How lonely ſhould | fray, 

In dreary Dreams the Night would waſte, 

i In Sighs the ſilent Day 

I ne'er ſhall ſo much Beauty find, 

Nor ſweet Perfection ſee, 

I'll then renounce all Womankind, 
My Peggy, if thou die, 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 

And in ſuch Bleſſing ſhare, 

And ev'ry faithful Flame approve, 
With Pity view my Fair: 

Reſtore my Peggy's matchleſs Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 

Or if you take her from theſe Arms, 
With Peggy let me die. 


SONG XLVI.. 
Sung in the Oratorio of Jeptha, 
Set by Mr, Handel. | 


| 1 | HE ſmiling Dawn of happy Days, 
Preſents a Proſpect 4 1 s 


And 3 Hopes all brightning Rays, 
iſpel each gloomy Fear; | 
While every Charm that Peace diſplays, 
Makes Spring-tune all the Year, 


S ON. 
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8 ON G XLVIN. 


F that Man is happy, whoſe Life is moſt free, 
How bliſsful a State muſt a Batchelor's be 
rom one” Friend to t'other, with Pleaſure he 
roams, 
or a Batchelor's welcome wherever he comes. 
f he's bleſt with enough, and content with his 
| Station, 25 
The whole World he may claim for his own Re- 
creation; 
e's in no Place a Stranger from London to Rome, 
or wherever he comes is a Batchelor's Home. 


f a Huſband can boaſt greater Pleaſures than theſe, 
hey're obtain'd at th* Expence of his Freedom 


and Eaſe; + 
hilt with Liberty, Pleaſure, and Merriment 
crown'd, | 


\ Batchelor's Minutes paſs jovially round. 
ho? his Houſe ben't ſo nice, he is ſure to be neat, 
und the Ladies are always well-pleas'd with his 
Treat ; | 
By the Smack of their Lips, at a Parting, declare 
How delicious a Feaſt they think Batchelor's Fare. 


O rather, far rather, Fortune, for me 
he peaceable Stall of a Cobler decree, 
Undiſturb'd by the Din of a termagant Wife, 
Than crown me a King and a Cuckold for Life, 
To my Wiſhes, inſtead of a Miſtreſs commend, » 
ie moſt ſolid Delight's to be found in a Friend; 
Go mar”, if horn, hen-peck'd, and wretched you's 
ay | 


But if bleſt, you'd continue as happy as we. 
885 SONG 
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SONG XLIX. 


— IN CE every Charm on Earth combine 
In Chloe's Face, in Chloe's Mind, 
Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my Liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs Day, 
My Heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 


Cou'd ſport with every Nymph but ſhe lak 
Who robs me of my Liberty. * 
Think then, dear Chloe, ere too ee nd 
That Death muſt be my hapleſs State, 
If Love and you do not agree ho 
To ſet me at my Liberty. ; 
Now to the darkſome Woods [ rove, : 10 
Reflecting on the Pains of Love, all 
And envy every Clown I ſee 
Enjoying the Sweets of Liberty. * 
We'll follow Hymen's happy Train, he 
| And every idle Care diſdain ; 
We'll hve in ſweet Tranquillity, Ir { 
Nor wiſh for greater Liberty. | Ind 
1 N Or 
SONG L. * 
A HEN the Trees are all bare, not a Leaf it 
| to be ſeen, he 
And the Meadows their Beauties have loſt ; _ 


And all Nature diſrob'd of her Mantle of Green, be. 
And the Streams are faſt bound with the Froſt ; 
When the Peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhiv'ring with Ml © 


eld, | 
As. bleak the Winds Northerly blow, 4 


_ 
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nd the innocent Flock run for Shelter to Fold, 
ich their Fleeces all cover'd with Snow. 


the Yard when the Cattle are fodder'd with 
Straw, 1 

\nd ſend forth their Breath like a Stream; 

hen the neat-looking Dairy-Maid ſees ſhe muſt 

thaw | 

lakes of Ice which ſhe finds on her Cream ; 
hen the blithe Country Laſs, as freſh as a Roſe, 
s ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlides ; 
nd the Ruſtick laughs loud, if in falling ſhe 
ſhews 


hoſe Charms which her Modeſty hides. 


hen the Lads and the Laſſes for Company join'd, 

; round the Hall Embers they ſat, 

alk of Witches and Fairies, that ride on the 
Wind, 

Ind of Ghoſts till they're all in a Sweat; 

hen the Birds to the Barn-Door-come hov'ring 
for Food, 

r ſilently fit on the Spray; 

Ind the poor timid Hare, in vain ſeeks the Wood, 

or faithleſs her Footſteps betray. 


leavens grant in that Seaſon, it may be my Lot, 

1th the Girl that I love and admire, 

hen the Ificles hang to the Eve of my Cot, 

may thither in Safety retire ; | 

here in Neatneſs and Quiet, and free from Sur- 
rize, 

e may live in each other ſecure, 

or feel any turbulent Paſſions ariſe, 

ut thoſe which each other can cure. 


SONG 
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SONG II. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Arne, 


Sawwney, why leay'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourh ! 
Thy Preſence could eaſe me, 
When neathing could pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the Banks of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until thou return, 


Tho? Woods now are bonny, and Mornings arecleathib 
While Lav'rocks are ſinging, \ 
And Primroſes ſpringing ; at 

Yet nane of them pleaſes my Eyne or my Ear, II 

When throw the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appez 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
Pm faſh'd wi'their Scorning, 
Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 
Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi' a Knel 
When throw the Wood, Laddie, I wander my {el 


Then ſtay, my dear Sawwney, nae longer away; 
But quick as an Arrow, | 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 

Wha's living in Langaur till that happy Day; 

When throw the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 


and play. 
The Tian vsns. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. te 


Set by Mr. Arne. 


SWEET Thruſh, that makes the vernal Ye 
8 Sweeter than Flora can appear; 0 8 

As Philomel attends thy Lay, 

She envies the Return of Day: 
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he tuneful Lyre, and ſwelling Flute, 
t thy rich Warbling, ſhall be mute; 
ocal Miaftrel, thy ſoft Lay 

reaſures up and ends the May. 


ark ! how the Blackbird woes his Love, 
he ſkill'd Muſician of the Grove; 

n Thorn as perch'd he nobly ſings, 
Cadence for the Ear of Kings, 

iblime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

Virginal to hail a Queen : 

ature's Muſic thus improves 

ll the Graces and the Loves. 


rn! 


SONG Lt. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Vauxhall. 


Y Tockey was the blitheſt Lad, 
That ever Maiden woo'd; 

hen he appears, my Heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. 

e talks of Love, whene'er we meet, 
His Words with Rapture flow; 

hen tunes his Pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no Pow'r to go. 


Mother Laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
t every Fair, and all the Wakes, 
I hear them making Moan: 
e buys me Toys, and Sweetmeats too, 


Ye And Ribbands for my Hair ; 
o Swain was ever half ſo true, 


Or half fo kind and fair. 


14 ] 
Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Fockey is but by, 
For I alone am all his Care, 
When any Danger's nigh, 
He vows to wed, next WhitJunday, 
And make me bleſt for Life; 


Can I refuſe, ye Maidens, ſay, 
To be young Fockey's Wife? 


8383 o ——_— — 


SONG IIV. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


N thy Banks, gentle Sour, when I breath 
the ſoft Flute, 
To Chloe s ſweet Accents attentive ſat mute; 
To her Voice with what Tranſport I ſwell'd the 
ſlow Strain, 
Or return'd dying Meaſures in Echoes again; 
Little Capid beat Time, and the Graces around 
Taught with even Diviſions to vary the Sound. 


From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain 

Or warble ſmooth Numbers to ſooth Love-ſic Th 
Pain, 

How 2 alter'd it ſeems, as the riſing Note 

ow, 

Or the ſoft falling Strains, how inſipidly flow ! 

I will play then no more for 'tis her Voice alone 

Muſt enrapture my Soul to. enliven its Tone. 


2850 5.4 * SONG 
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SONG LV. 
The LiLy of the VaLe. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


H E fragrant Lily of the Yale, 
So elegantly fair, 
hoſe Sweets perfume the fanning Gale, 
To Chloe I compare: 
What tho' on Earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its Head to hide; 
ts Sweetneſs far out-vies the Roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much Pride. 


th' 


he coſtly Tulip owes its Hue 
To many a gaudy Stain 
n this we view the Virgin White 
Of Innocence remain : 
; = how the curious Flonſt's Hand 
Uprears its humble Head ; 
* Mind to preſerve the charming Flower, 
Tranſplants it to his Bed. 


MT here while it ſheds its Sweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt Grace; 
nraptur'd how its Owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely Face : 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
One The Inference of my Tale 3 
lay I the Floriſt be - and thou 
The Lily of the Vale. 


% 


NG eee 
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SONG LVL | n 
Lovely KATE. 


Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh, 
T Windſor, where Thames glides ſo ſmootlif'* 


along, . 
Lives the Wiſh of my Heart—the dear Girl of: 
Song; | 
Her Name all the Day I with Rapture repeat, 
And am bleſt when the Shepherds but talk of 

Kate. 


When my Fair-one is by, the whole Village is g 
For *tis ſhe, not the Sun, that enlivens the Day: 
The Lads are all happy, when round her they wi 
And the Laſſes learn Prudence by watching my A. 


Should I join the pale Lily, or bluſh-painted Rc 

And with Pinks, or ſweet Woodbines, a Garl: 
compole ; 

More lovely to Sight are her Looks, and more ſs 

Is the Fragrance that dwells on the Lips of my . 


Huſh, huſh, ye vain Warblers, no mere croud 
Spray, 
Nor think to delight with your innocent Lay ; 
With Succeſs you may tune the ſoft Notes 
your Mate, | 
But your 2 are all harſh to the Voice of 
ate. 


As ſhe fits on the Banks, by the Side of the Stre: 
The Fiſh without Fear feed and play by the Bri 
And why ſhould they not? they can think 
Deceit, 

Such Truth is confeſt in the Looks of my Kat! 
3 


E 
he Shepherds bring Poſies of Flow'rs— but the 
Maid 


ai 

ries—Theſe are but Emblems that I too muſt 
fade; | | 

ut Myrtles I'll bring, and, in their happy Date, 

new the unfading Charms of the Mind of my Kate. 


00t 

of SONG LVIL 

oy Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Vauxhall. 
O 


OpELESS Lovers, who ſue in Vain, 
Whoſe Hearts are frozen with cold Diſdain, 


Jay Learn of Joctey Love's pleaſing Art, 

y io quell a Beauty's Inſolence, and melt her Heart: 
2 He, like you, would ſigh and pine, 

1 Re From Phebus' Riſe to his Decline : 


deny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful Brow, 
Ah, 7ockey, twill not do, prithee leave me now. + | 


* Gazing, advancing, his Eyes Love darting, . 
K, Tenny, ſaid he, — One Kaſs * ; 9 
/ Claſping then my ſlender Waiſt, | | 
ud With eager Arms he me embrac'd, | 
Kiſs'd me, call'd on Heav'n above 
Lay; To reward his conſtant Love. 
otes Partially I ey'd him, 

Faintly I deny'd him, 
of My Tongue bely'd my Heart; 

His Shape, his Face, 
tre: And manly Grace, 
> Bri Strongly ek my Lover's Part. 
ink I his Suit approving, 

He my Doubts removing, | 
Kat! 1 
: 


With 


. 


For Phæbe, I vow, is my only Delight. 


* 
4, 5 
— 
7 


No Cure for Diſdain like a Kiſs and a Ring. 


[#] 


With Ardour reply'd, Ci 
I'll hafte to bring 
The Wedding Ring, Pl 
Lovely Jenny is my Bride. | T 
Hapleſs Lovers, mind what I fing, . I 1 


The CONFESSION. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Y the Side of a Stream, at the Foot of a 
I met young Phebe that lives at the Mill; 
My Heart leap'd with Joy at ſo pleaſing a Sight, 


T told her my Love, and ſat down by her Side, | 

And ſwore the next Morning I'd make her n 
Bride; 

In Anger ſhe ſaid, Get you out of my Sight, 

And go toyour Phillis you met here laſt Night. 


Surpriz d I reply'd, Pray explain what you me 


I never, I vow, with young Pphillis was ſeen, 


Ani 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at: 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd— well, I love you for tha =o 
Say, did not you meet her laſt Night on this Spotl : 
O Collin O Collin / you can't have forgot: Th 
I heard the whole Story this Morning from Mat 

You ſtill may deny it—I love you for that. 

"Tis falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phabe, believe, Mn 
For Mat is a Rover, and means to deceive ; 
You know very well, he has ruin'd young Pat, ped 
And ſure wy dear Charmer muſt hate him for th: 

_ " Con 
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Come, come, _ ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be 
k1 

Pl own *twas to know the true State of your Mind: 


Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a Pat, 
1 made her my Wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 


$ONG IX. 
Tur ROVER RECLAIMED. 
Sung by Mr, Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Rambled about a Twelvemonth, I vow, 
In ſearch of a Damſel for Life; 

For Roving perplext me, I cannot tell how, 
So I ventur'd, at laſt, on a Wife. 


TheGirls of the Town, each Rake muſt well know, | 
Embitter the Pleaſures of Life ; 

For Evils on Evils will conſtantly flow, 
And make us all with for a Wife. 


A Miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeten the Troubles of Liſe, 

and while ſhe is conſtant, drive Sorrow away; 
But what 1s all this to a Wife ? 


In Wedlock alone, true Pleaſures we find, 

To gild the rough Paſlage for Life; 
Then chooſe out a Laſs, with a delicate Mind, 
And make the dear Charmer a Wife. 


\nd you, O ye Fair, be kind to the Man, 
ho offers to bleſs you for Life ; 2. 
Be conſtant — 2 true, and as fond as you can, 
For theſe are the Charms of a Wife. 


D SONG 


1 
| 
+ 
| 
1 


The neighbouring Swains her Beauty fir'd, , 
With | 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt ty 


A fixed Heart, more true to Love 
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$ONG IX. 
Parry of the MI. 
Sung by My. Hudſon, «t Ranelagh. 


AR ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom, 
Whoſe Fragrance ſheds a rich Perfume, 
And all the Meadows fill; 
Much fairer than the Lily blows, _ 
More lovely than the bluſhing Roſe, 
Is Patty of the Mill. 


onder ftruck they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the Mill; 
Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic 


* 


Of Patty of the Mill. 
But vain were all Attempts to move | 


Than Turtles when they bill; 
A chearful Soul, a leaſing Grace, 
And ſweet Content ſmiles 1n the Face 
Of Patty of the Mill. 


The Good a Friend in Fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous Mind, 


And rn 1 5 
Ye Fair, for ever conſtant prove, ; ] 


Be ever kind, be true to Love, | 7 
Like Patty of the Mill. +ORT ATT 


1510 J 
SONG IXI. 


Sur Mr:. Mattocks, in the Mufical Comtdy of 
1 Tarz. Set by Mr. Ruſſel. 


HILE on Earth's ſoft Lap deſcending, 
Lightly falls the feather'd Snow); 
Nature awfully attending, 

Each rude Wind forbids to blow. 


Fhite and pure awhile appearing, 
Earth her Virgin Mantle wears 4 d 
Soon the fickle Seaſon veering, 
Her deluded Boſom bears. 


aus my fooliſh Heart believing, 

Liſten'd to his artful Tongue; 

All his Vows of Love receiving, — 4 
On each flattering Accent hung. 


Fondly, for a Time, miſtaken, —_— 

Love and Joy conceal'd my Fate: 1 
Now, alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad Experience comes too late. 


' 


SONG IXI. 


The BaiTisHn Fart, 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Arne. 
Pay 2 —.— diſdaining, 
o the Lyri/'s repair, 2 
And the Strings 5 ſtraining, * 
Come, and praiſe the Brizifo Fair. 


1 _ © Chiefs 
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Chiefs throughout the Land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 


Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the Works of Worth or Merit, 
Which the Sons of Art prepare, 

Have no Pleaſure, Life, or Spirit, 
But as borrow'd ſrom the Fair. 


Reaſon 1s as weak as Paſſion, 

But if you for Truth declare, 
Worth and Manhood are. the Faſhion, 

Favour'd by the Britiſb Fair. 


SONG LXII. 2 


Sung by Mrs. Pinte, at Vauxhall, 


AIX. 
Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 
Clarinda's fix'd Reſolve to move; 


My Heart, alas! may feel the Pain; 
But juſtly ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 


RECITATIVE. 


Is this, ye Pow'rs, his boaſted Flame ? 
O ſay, is this his only End ? 

And can his Love deſtroy the Fame, 
His Truth and Honour ſhould de fend? 


Alx. 


O! fora. Thought ſo meanly baſe, 
The ungenerous Youth ſhall furel ©" 
The Heart that could admire his 

| — _ deteſt him for his Mind. 


SONG 
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Ss ONO IxIV. 


The IX VvITAT ION. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


OME, Laura, and meet your fond Swain, 
4, Ere Phæbus reclines to the Weſt, 
Nor let me ſtill languiſh in Pain, 
Your Preſence alone makes me bleſt: 
When abſent, no Pleaſaores I feel, 
My Paſſions but ſicken and die; 
No Power my Tortures can heal, 
Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 


hen haſte to yon Jeſſamin Grove, 
Enjoy what no Language can tell ; 
Tis the Seat of Contentment and Love, 
Where Peace and Tranquillity dwell: 
There Cupid our Hearts ſhall unite, | 
There Hymen his Altar ſhall raiſes _-, 
The Muſes ſweet Songs ſhall indite, , _ 
And charm the whole Grove with their Lays, 


O think, with ſuch Pleaſures as theſe, 
How Time will glide ſwiftly away ; 
Each ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 
Dull Winter ſhall ſmile on the Mey : 
No Happineſs either will taſte, IEF 
But what we both jointly approve 
Then hither, dear Charmer, O haſte, 
And bleſs a fond Swain with your Love. 


5; '  $ONG 
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s ON G LXV. 
The I DES of Max. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
© Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


H E Proſpect clear'd, around is heard 
The Muſic of the Hive; 

The Bloſſoms blow, the Spirits flow, 

And Nature's all alive: 
In ev'ry Grove the Work is Love, 

The Word is, Sing and play ;” 
From Eve to Morn the Sages warn, 

Me Maids, beware of May“? 


Each lively Scheme, each am'rous Theme, 
Our — and Poets chuſe; 

The Dance delights, the Song invites, 
As Mirth provokes the Muſe: 

The War's no more, our Chiefs come o'er ; 
Again the Grave-ones ſay, | 


% Where er ye tread, Temptation's ſpread ; 


« Beware the /des of May!“ 


SONG LXVLI. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by. Mr. Samuel Howard, 


V 7 HER E ſhall Delia fly for Shelter ? 
| In what ſecret Grove or Cave? 
Sighs and Sonnets are ſent to melt her, | 
From the Young, the Gay, the Brave; 
Tho? with prudiſh Airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
- _ © Still the longs, and ſtill ſhe burns: a 
1 . 3 5 4D 5 
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4 ſhoots like Haymen's Archer 
* Whereſoe er the Damſel retus. 


Virtue, Youth, good Senſe, and Beauty, 
(If Diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the Ruſſian's Booty, 
Sometimes are the Booby's Lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the Trader, 
Now commanded by the Peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle mean Invader 
Wins the Heart or gains the Ear. 


O Diſcretion ! thou'rt a Jewel, 
Or our Grand-mammas miſtake, 
Stinting Flame by bating Fewel, 
Always, N _—_ a "0 
Would you our Pearls from Trample 
Weigh 2 weigh the — 2 


Mark my Song upon your 3 
Wear it on your and Fans. 


SONG LXVI. 


A favourite Song, Jung by Mrs. Pinto, at Vauxhall. 


HE gaudy Tulip ſwells with Pride, 
And rears its Beauties to the Sun, 
With Heav'n-born Tints of Fi, Bow; 

While low the Vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the Shade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The Hand of ſome rapacious Foe. 


Of Worth intrinfic, ſmall the Store 
That from the Tulip can ariſe, _ 
When parted from its glowing Bed : 
While hid, the Vi'let charms the more, 
Like Incenſe in its native Skies, 
When cropt to grace the Virgin-Head. 
4 * 
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Then think, ye Fair-ones, how theſe. Flow'rs 
Are wrought in Nature's various Robe; 
Where Pride declines, and Merit thrives: 
Your Virgin Dignity o'erpow'rs | 
The Heroes of the conquer'd Globe, 
But ſweet Compliance makes ye Wives. 


SONG LXVII. 
SoMtTHING' NEW. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by M.. Samuel Howard. 


N all Mankind's promiſcuous Race, 
The Sons of Error urge their Chace, 
The Wond'rous to purſues 
And, both in Country and in Town, 
The curious Courtier, Cit, and Clown, 
Solicit Something. Nea. 
+ The Poets ſtill from Nature take, 
And what is ready-made they make, 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a Road, 
Thro' Diſſertation, Song or Ode, 
To give you Something New ? ß 


They ſay, Virginity is ſcarce, 

As any Thing in Proſe or Verſe, + 
And ſo is Honour too: 

The Papers of the Day imply _ 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New, | 


We ſee a-like the woeful Dearth | ; 
+ In Melancholy, or in Mirth; + + 
1 8 T ken 
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Then what ſhall Ladies do)»; 

Seek Virtue, as th' immortal Prize: © + 

In fine, be honeſt; ;andibe-wiſe, + 
For that is Sametbing Nen. 


SONG LXIX. © 
The Cas us . 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


* 


ang: ad 


Wien bet, , ye Caſuiſts, ſay, * 4 
| To be grave, or to be gay? V. 
Still to weep, and never ſmile, | 

(In the Pex/ero/o Stile 
So fit moping like a Nun; 
Or to friſk it in the Sun, 
Where the Scences of Mirth aro play'd, $44 *”, 
And the He, Appointments made ? Wor - 


| A I Ro vr . 

If the Maid avoids Exceſs, . 
Better ſing, and dance, and dreſseses 
And indu ulge the Calls of Youth, ĩ 
bile ſhe forfeits not her Truth : * * 
Rigour and ſevere D emen 

Are not decent at Sixteen 
\nd the Character is loſt, _ Wait mi 
ad) d at Good-nature's Colt. ys — 


dhe that meditates the moſt, 
s not always Virtue's Boaſt ck. Mz I Y.ivi 
Nor 


> 


A 
* 
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Nor the filent and demure, 

Always 1 and pure: 
White the lively, briſk, and- ſmart, 
Have more Innocence at Heart, 
With alittle leſs to dread 

From the Miſchief in their Head. 


SONG LXX. 
The HEZ RDS MAN. 


Tranſlated from the Greek of Moschus. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens, 


— 
W H E N lately [ offer'd Zunica to kiſs, - 
She fleer'd, and ſhe flouted, and took it 
_; a s [frown, 
* Begone, y grea reat Booby, ſhe cry'd, with a 
Do you Rink at I long for your iſſes, you 
| „Clown? 
The Sparks of the City my Favours efteem— 
* You never ſhall kiſs me, no, not in a Dream.“ 
Thus ſpoke the proud Holly, and view'd me all 
| round, [ Ground. 8 
f With an Eye of Diſdain, and thrice ſpit on the 
1 « Think not, added ſhe, on a Ruſtic I doat; 
| 4 80 pray keep your Diſtance — you ſmell hike a A 
= Goat.“ 
| Then mimick'd my Voice with fatyrical Sneer, 
And ſent me away with a Flea in my Ear. 
But am I ſo ugly? ye Shepherds, ſay true; 
Or has any God alter'd my Perſon anew ? | 
Said ye not, 3 around me, that nought could 


n e 1 


NE 95), HEY. 


My Carols for Sweetneſs, or Notes of my Reed? 
Sf 6 e 
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The Girls of the 7 if they had their Wills, 

Would kiſs me, and — me to ſtay on the Hills: 

For thoſe - could pleaſe ; but this, Minx of the 
own | 

Refus'd my kind Kiſſes, and call'd me a Clown. 

Where Love is return'd, then, my Love I'll beſtow; 

And for this Miſs Haughty a Fig: Let her go. 

May ſhe never find Lovers in City or Plain, 

But lie always alone, yet ſtill wiſhing in vain. 


SONG LXXI. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the New Mufical * 
of the SUMMEs's Tale. 


Set by Mr. Stanley. 
H E N Love at firſt * 4 roach is ſeen, 
e 


His dang” rous Form he veils, 

A playful Infant's harmleſs Mien, 
The fatal God conceals : 

When ſoon by us fond Dupes careſt, 
He acts his trait rous Part; 

And as we preſs him to the Breaſt, 

He ſteals into the Heart. 


SONG LXXIL 


A New Musical Appress to the Town, on the 
Opening of Marybone-Gardens. 


Set 10 Mufic by Mr. Yates. '- wn | 
Mr. Lowe. 9 7 0. 
N O W the Summer advances, and Pleaſure re- 
moves [Grovayy 


From the Smoke of the Town to the Fields and the 
Ds6 Permit : 


| 60 J 
Permit me to hope chat your Favour again 
May ſmile, as before, on this once-happy Plain. 
| MM Catly, 
Tho? here no Retunda expands the wide Dome, 
No Canal on its Borders invites ye to roam; 


Yet Nature ſome Bleſſings has ſcatter'd around, 
And Means to improve may hereafter be found, 


| N, Miles. 

On Spots as uncouth, from Foundations as mean, 
Some Structures ſtupendous exalted have been: 
Hence ſtarted Vauxhall, and thus Ranelagh grew 
From Rudeneſs to Grandeur, ſupported by you. 


| Miſs Smith. 


The barreneſt Heath may by Art be improv'd ; 
It has Rivers diverted, and Mountains remov'd: 


Do you then the Sunſhine of Favour diſplay, 
And Culture ſhall ſoon the glad Summons obey, 


| Cror Us. | 
Mean while, ev'ry Effort to pleaſe you well try; 
Good Muſic, good Wine, with each other ſhall vie: 
To gain your Eſteem's the full Scope of our Plan, 
And we'll ſtrive to deſerve it as well as we can. 


SONG LXXIIL 
Sung by Miſs Davies. Set by Mr. S. Howard. 


Like the Man, whoſe ſoaring Soul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 

Whoſe Fahons act beneath Controul, 
With Love and Honour join'd. 


6) 


he Oak, by Woodbines on the Plain 
Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 

Is not more ſtedfaſt in its mega | 

Nor is more ſweetly dre . 


he frothy Sons of Vice and Show, ＋ r 
Like Shadows and like Noiſe, * 
Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 
That ſober Senſe enjoys: 
But pure and conſtant Love endears, 
| And feaſts both Ear and Sight, 
hile ev'ry thing, that Virtue fears, 
Can give no true Delight. 


? | 


SONG LXXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Davies. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
OUNG Pbillisone Morning a Ma 


ing would 
When ſaunt'ring among the + oo 
and fro, 


cet Meads to 


In vain did the Cowſlips her fair Hand invite, 

Nor Daifies nor ils gave her Delight: 

Her Heart with the Throbbings of Paſſion did 
move; 

Each Bird on the Spray could have told her twas 
Love. * 


At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by a Brook 
Where Strepbon, we Shepherd, was bating his: 
ook : L 


Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain ; 
His Heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft Pain 
The Swain had led many a Laſs to the Grove, 
And he (wicked Rogue!) thought that Pbill;s 
2  /, wou'd love. 
E 5 Howe'er, 


661 
Howe'er, as her Mind was by Innocence dreſt, 
"Twas plain that fair Virtue was lodg'd in he: 

Breaſt ; 

Her Beauty was much, but her Modeſty more, 
Which $S:rephon perceiv'd, and began to adore : 
He knelt at her Feet with a Garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her Love, 


SO N.G/-LXXV;- Sti 
The Timorovus Fair, 50 

Sung at Marybone-Gardens. "4 

Ser by Mr. Yates, Wir) 


H R ©” vonder Glade, and verdant Lawn, 
See, Chloe, fee the trembling Fawn 
Her abſent Mother ſeek 
With panting Heart, and quiv'ring Knees, 
If but a Zephyr fan the Trees, 
Or Lizard ſtir the Brake. 


So you, my Chloe, tim*rous Fair, 
If $rrephon's Voice you chance to hear, 
ith coy Confuſion fly ; | 
Suſpicious of ſome latent Harms, 
Seck Shelter in your Mamma's Arms, 
As if ſome Danger's nigh. 


No Tiger I, thy Limbs to tear: | 
Then, gentle Trembler, ceaſe thy Fear, 
And Mamma's Boſom quit; 
Ripe for a Lover's fond Embrace, 
In Strephon's Arms you'll find a Place 
For Chloe much more fit. 


ll md *». of Akt 


5 SONG 
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bel SONG LXXVI. 
| i 

| A BACCKANALIAN SonNG, 
From Fawhkesſs Ax ACR ZO. 


Set by Mr. Yates. 


B ACCHUS, Fove's delightful Boy, 
Gen'rous God of Wine and Joy, 
Still exhilarates my Soul 

With the Raptures of the Bowl. 


Then with feather'd Feet I bound, 

Dancing in a feſtive Round; '- 
Then 1 feel in ſparkling Wine, 

© Tranſports delicate, divine. 


Then the ſprightly Mufic warms, 
Song delights and Beauty charms : 
Debonnair, and light, and gay, 
Thus I dance the away. 


s O NG LXXVIL. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by My. Samuel Howard. 
ET the Nymph ftill avoid, and be deaf to the 


Swain, 


Who in Tranſports of Paſſion affects to complain; 
For his Rage, not his Love, in his Frenzy is ſhown ; 
And the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is foon over- blown. 


But the Shepherd, whom Cupid has piere'd to the 


Heart, 4 3 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the Smart 7s 
5 IM - . , 
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Or, in plaintiveſoft Murmurs, his Boſom-felt Wor 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Current of Rivers, wi 


flow. 


Tho” filent his Tongue, he will plead with 
Eyes, 
And his 4 own your Sway in a Tribute 
ighs : 
But when he accoſts you, in Meadow or Grove, 
His Tale is ſo tender— he cooes like the Dove, 


$ON G Ixxvil. 
ANnacRrREON on: Himſelf, 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


HEN I drain the roſy Bowl, 

joy exhilarates my Soul; 
To the Nine I raiſe my Song, 
Ever fair, and ever young: 
When full Cups my Cares excel, 
Sober Counſel then farewel; 
Let the Winds, that murmur, feep 
All my Sorrows to the Deep. 


When I drink dull Time away, 8 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 8 
yoo me to delightful Bow'rs, 

Full of e full of Flow'rs: 
When I quaff the ſparkling Wine, 
And my Licks with Roſes twine, 
Then I FO Life's rural Scene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter d, and ſerene. 


When I drink the Bowl T2 TSS 
Richeſt — path round, 


[ 65 ] 

d ſome lovely Nymph detain, 

nus then inſpires the Strain; 
hen from Goblets deep and wide, 
xhauſt the gen'rous Tide, 

| my Soul unbends—I play, | 
zmeſome with the Young and Gay. 


2 


SONG LXXIX. 
The BaIDAL Day. A Cantata. 


Sung at Mary bone-Gardens. 


det by Mr. Yates. 
REeciTarT iy. 
E Swains, who reap the ripen'd Corn, 
And with ſoft Mufic hail the Morn, © + 
Your Sickles lay aſide: | | 
nce Labour's preſſive Hand away 


rural Paſtime ſpend the Day, 
To charm the new-made Bride. 74 


| Att. " 2 
ith Roſes deck the Jeſs' min Bow'rs; 
[trew the verdant Mead with Flow'rs, 
That Phebe paſs along; 
ark, hark ! the feather'd Race, on Wing, 


d Love's ſoft Impulſe warbling ſing 
Their ſoft melodious Song. 


* 
* 


ReciTaTive. 


hen fill, ye Swains, the rural Reed; 
Let Art with Nature vie; ö 
or let the ſhrill-ton'd Lark impede 
Your partial Harmony. 


nd AIX. 


66 1 
Ann. 

Whilſ blith as May Morning, 
When Nature looks charming, 
The Damſels ſhall dance on the Green; 

»Tis with Beauty replete, 
The fair Phæbe we preet, 
And hail her our paſtoral Queen. 


The Lovzx's RecanTarion. A Cantata. 
4 Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Vauxhall. 


TEN  ReciTATIVE. 5 
HE kind Appointment Cælia made, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r ; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay d 
nd the promis'd Hour: 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious Expectation, 
With Rage he ſought t'allay his Pain, 
| And vented thus his Paſſion. 
| Arr. 
To all the Sex deceitful 
A long and laſt Adieu, | 


Since Women prove ungrateful 
- As long as Men prove true. 


The Pains t ive are many, . 
And, Gr to bear; 
The Joys they give —if any, f 


Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 


Recing 


LF 2 
Rrerrarivz. 
Now, Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm Retreat: : 
wich modeſt Bluſh ſhe begg'd Excuſe, 
And chid her tardy Feet. 
The Shepherd, from each Doubt releas'd, 
His Joy could not reſtrain, 


But, as each tender Thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing Strain. 


ta, A1 R. 


How engaging, how endearing, 

Is a — Pain and Care 4 
And what joy the Nymphs appearing 

After Abſence or Deſpair! 

Women wiſe increaſe Deſiring, 

By contriving kind Delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 

All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


* 


SON G LXXXL 
S by Dr. Boyce. 


I D me, when forty Winters more _ 
Have furrow'd deep my palid Brow ; 
When from my Head, a ſcanty Store, 
Lankly the wither'd Treſſes flow; 
When the warm Tide, that bold and ftrong 
Now rolls impetuous on, and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce fteals along; 
Then bid me court Sobriety. 


C118 


Nature, 


[ 68 ] 


Nature, who form'd the varied Scene 
Of Rage and Calm, of Froſt and Fi ire, 
Unerring Guide, could only mean 
That Age ſhould reaſon, Vouth deſire: 
Shall then that Rebel Man preſume 
(Inverting Nature's Law) to ſeize 
The Dues of Age in Youth's high Bloom, 
And j Join Impoffibilities ? | 


No—Let me waſte the frolick 
In wanton Joys and wild Exceſs, 
In Revel, Sport, and Laughter gay, 
And Mirth, and roſy Chearfulneſs. 
Woman, the Soul of all Delight, 
And Wine, the Aid of Love, be near: 
All charms me. that to Joy incite; 
And ev'ry She, a kind, is fair. 


: 8 O NG ILXxXXII. 
A Scots CAN TATA. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ws faintly Jonzy teld fair Jean his Mind; 
any took Plealare to deny him lang: 

Nom her Scorn came frae a Heart unkind; 

Which gart him in Deſpair tune up 1 72 


O bonny Laſſie, fince tis ſae, 

That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 

T hate to live; But, Oh! Pm wae 

And unko ſweer to die, 

- Dear 7 think ' what dowy Hours 

I 8815 a by your Diſdain: 

Ah! ſhould a Breaſt ſae ſoft as yours 
Contain a Heart of Stane ? 


3387] | Theſe 


[6] 


Theſe tender Notes did #* her Pity move; 
With melting Heart the liſten'd to the Boy; 
Yercome, ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her Love; 


He in return thus ſung his rifing Joy. 


Hence frae my Breaſt, contentious Care, 
Ye've tint the Pow'r to pine; 

My Jeam's good, my Feany's fair, 
And a' her Sweets are mine. 

Spread thine Arms, and give me fouth 
Of dear enchanting Blifs ; 

A thouſand Joys around thy Mouth 
Gie Heav*n with ilk a Kiſs. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
4 necu Song, ſung at Marybone-Gardens,,” * 


Met young Damon Yother Day ; 
And near me as he drew, 
o Swain, methought, e'er look'd ſo ga: 
Upon my Word tis true. EY af 
ith ardent Bliſs my Lips he preſt: 
Pray, Fo pts. Phillis do? 
frown'd—but only frown'd in Jeſt ; 
Upon my Word *tis true. 


The Shepherd figh'd, and talk'd of Love, 

A Theme to me quite new; 

Df Angels, Heav'n, and Pow'rs above; 

| And yow'd that all was true. 


y. Boſom throbb'd, I knew not Why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew: | 
liſten'd to his Tale with Joy ; 

Upon my Word *tis true. 


* 


« Let 


———— —„— 


*% 
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« Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 

And fondly to me flew ; | 

His Freedom vain I ſtrove to chide ; 
Upon my Word *tis true. 


With Bluſhes ſpread, I look'd Conſent, 
a Felt Joys but known to few; 

For now I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


SON G LXXXIV. 
The Oxz1cin of Enciisn LiBerTY., 
The Words by G. A. Stevens. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon. 


ms Gods of the Greeks, at Ambroſi 
Large Bowls of rich Nectar were quaffing: 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a Gueſt, 
Homer ſays the Celeſtials loy'd laughing :) 
On each in the Synod the Humoriſt aroll'd, 
So none could his Jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, ſome ſmart Stories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


«« Sire! Atlas, who long has the Univerſe bore, 
«« Grows grievioully tired of late ; 
« He ſays, that Mankind are much worſe tha 
4 before, | 
«« So he begs to be eas'd of their Weight.” 
Jove, knowing the Earth on poor Atlas was hur!'d 
From his Shoulders commanded the Ball. 
Gave his > Attraction, the Charge of tit 
orld, 


And ſhe hung it up high in his Hall. 


f 


Mi 


11 

ſs, pleas'd wk the Preſent, review'd the Globe 
round, 

To ſee what each Climate was worth; 

ce a Diamond, the whole with an Atmoſphere 
bound, 

And ſhe variouſly planted the Earth : | 

ith Silver, Gold, Jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 

France and Spain ſhe taught Vineyards to rear; 

hat ſuited each Clime, on each Clime ſhe beſtow d, 

And FxxEpom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 

pur Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this Iſle, 

As Guardians to cheriſh the Root ; 

he Bloſſoms of LIBERTY gan for to ſmile, 

And Engliſhmen fed on the Fruit : 

hus fed, and thus bred, from a Bounty ſo rare, 


0 art it as free as *twas giv'n. 
rowF'e will while we've Breath, nay, we'll graſp it 
in Death, 
ng: Then return it untainted to Heav'n. 
5 s ONO LXXXV. g 
old Sung in the RoyYaL CHace. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
15 OW pleaſing we find the gay Sports of the 
F ield f 


While through the Vales we're bounding, 
The Hills our Cries reſounding, 
he muſical Chace all its Pleaſures does yield. 
ow delightful the Pauſe when the Stag ſtood at 
But when his Flight renewing, [bay ! 
Again we were purſuing | | 
Till wecrown'd with Succeſs the Sport of the Day. 
SONG 
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+ S ON G IXXXVn. 
e Set by Mr. Howard. 


*Tis Love gives Reliſh to the Glaſs, 


My Heart ftill-w 


(72 J 
SONG LXXXVI. - 


HE N 74/3 ſmil'd, her lovely Look 
My wand' ring Heart a Pris'ner took, 
And bound it with ſo ſtrong a Chain, 
I neer expect it back again. | 


Then, 7%, treat a Captive true 
With gentle Uſage — tis its Due; 
It pants for thee alone: 
Then take it kindly to thy Breaſt, 
And give the weary Wand' rer Reſt, 
And keep it near thy own. 


The Words by Paul Whitehead, E/ Poet-Lauru 
ReciTATIVE _ 
HEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 
To revel in his Ev'ning Rites, 
In vain his Altar I ſurround, 
Tho' with Burgund 


ian Incenſe crown'd : 
No Charms has Wine without the Laſs ; 


461 61 Arx. 

While all around, with jocund Glee. 
- — — toaſt their fav'rite She, 
| ev'ry N my Lips proclaim, 

i Chloe's * 
And thus with me, by am'rous Stealth, 
Still ev*ry Glaſs is Chloe's Healthy rw 
9023 * SON 


t ' 2 


S8 ONG LXXXVII. 
STREPHON and PROERE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. YN 


OUNG Strephon long doated on Plate the 
Fair, ; 
hoſe Heart of his Anguiſh did ſecretly ſharks & 
But fearing his Paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft Dictates of Love. 


The Beauties you fancy, the Fair-one wou'd ſay, 
ire Charms of a Moment, and doom'd to 3 
ove founded fo ſlightly can never prove true 
The Bloom SEO: the Paſſion dies too. 


D wrong not your Beauty, reply'd the fond sda; 


ts laſting Impreſſion will ever remain: 
ho' Age, like the Winter, may blaſt thy fair Prime, 
et Virtue ſtill blooming, gains Vigour by Time. 


he Stren — my Eyes with your Charms will 
ecline, 

or gaze at a Face that is younger than thine; 

hile this faithful Heart, ever true to my Vow, 

reſerves thy dear Image, as bright as tis now. | 


—_ _ 4 2 8 
4 8 * 7 


hen benith dear Phebe, each Doubt, and each 
ear, 

hat make fancy -d Evils like real ones appear ; 

be ſwift- flying Moments with Ardour improve, 

ind grant the Reward that is due to my Love, | 


ind Pho bs ab believ'd the fond Yeu) 
bo prov'd that his * was founded on Truths 


ON And. 


te 6 £ 


His Paſſions are calm, and his Judgment is clea 


My Love and Eſteem has attempted to gain * 


1 74 ] 


And, tho' envious Age may her Beauty impair, 
Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. 


SONG LXXXIX. 
favourite Ballad. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


En ENTEEL is my Damon, engaging his Ai 

And his Face, like the Morn, is both rudd 
and fair: 

No Vanity ſways him, no Folly is ſeen; 

But open's his Temper, and noble's his Mien. 


With Prudence illumin'd his Actions appear; 


Soft Love ſits enthron'd in the Beams of his Eye 
He is manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wil 


He's young and good-humour'd ; he's gen's 
and gay; 
And his Voice can, like Muſick, drive Sorrow ava 
And amiable Softneſs ſtill dwells on his Speech; 
He's willing to learn, tho' he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 
And his Heart is too honeſt to let kim deceive: 
Then blame me, ye Virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For Merit and Fondneſs diſtinguiſh the Man. 


| SONG XC. 
A new Song, ſung at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


OUNG Strephon, the artful, the danger 


Swain, 


li 


[ 7s J 

With the ſame wicked Arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
e thought to ſeduce one more innocent Maid : 

ut appris'd of his Pow'r, of my Weakneſs aware, 
baffled his Scheme, and avoided the Snare; 


or Virtue I love, and was taught in my Dawn, 
When I gather'd a Roſe, to beware of the Thorn. 


is Tears I neglected, his Oaths I deſpis'd ; 
or his Heart by thoſe Tegts, by thoſe Oaths, 
he diſguis'd : | 
What Preſents 15 brought me I choſe to decline, 
The prodigal Bounty of Arts and Defipn :) 
e coax'd, and he flatter'd my Perſon in vain, 
and practis'd each Art, on my Weaknefs to gain: 


ir, 


* 


cleuſſprotected by Prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn ; 
* ho' I fancy'd the Roſe, yet I dreaded the Thorn. 


e — boaſted what Nymphs he had won, 
0 


en're hat credulous Beauties his Arts had undone; 

e {wore that his Faith ſhould inviglate be, 
aw hat his Heart and thoſe Fair-ones were Victims 
ech; to me. N 


I told him, thoſe Victims and Faith I'd deſpiſe, 
nd from ſuch Examples would learn to be wiſe ; 


5 That I never wou'd proſtitute Virtue to Scorn, 
n; r ſmell at a Roſe, to be hurt by the Thorn. 


as the per jur'd Betrayer aſham'd of his Guilt; 

Vas his Paſſion on Virtue, not Wantonnelſs, built; 

as his Heart as fincere as his Oaths are profane, 

could fancy (I own I could fancy) the Swain: 

put Experience has taught me tis dang'rous to 
truſt, | 

\nd Folly to think he can-ever be juſt ; 


eſt I graſp at the Roſe, and be hurt by the Thorn. 
E 2 SONG 


do I'll Rifle my Flame, and reject him with Scorn, . 
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A Hr to the Fain Sex. 
De. Wards by Mr. Lockman, 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens. 

3 5 AINST- the deſtructive Wiles of Man, 

Your Hearts, ye Fair-ones, guard ; 

Their only Study's to trepan, 

And play a Frickſter's Cards 
With ſtrange Delight poor Women they light, 
Amuſe, cajole, belie : | 
Hence, Girls! beware - look ſharp - take care; 

_ For Men are wond'rous fly. 


That Proteus Man, like him of old, 9 
A thouſand- Forms will take; 
His-venal Soul is all for Gold, 
A Crocodile, or Snake. 
See his dire Thread ! this Spider ſpread 
To catch the Female Fly : 
Hence, Girls ! beware—look ſharp—take care ; 
For Men are wond'rous fly, 


A Porcupine with Rage inſpir'd, 
At Nymphs he darts his Quills; 
A Baſilifſk by Frenzy fir'd, | 

His Glance by Poiſon kills : 

With fraudful Arts he ſteals their Hearts, 
Then throws the Baubles by : 

Hence, Girls! beware look ſharp—take care; 

For Men are wond'rous ly, 


Was the whole Race of Men to meet 
In one wide · ſpreading Plain, &f 
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Of Conſtancy, of Faith, to treat, 

And Virtuc's ſpotleſs Train, 
To find a Youth renown'd for Truth, 
Whole Ages we might try: 5 | 
Hence, Girls! beware— look harp—take cx _ 
For Men are wond'rous fly, "teh 


s ON G XCIL 
A Pas ro AL Sono. 


Sang at Ranelagh, by Mr. Hudſon- 
Set by Mr. Battifhill. ; 


HAT Shepherd, or Nymph of the Grove, 
W Can 2 me for dropping a Tear, 
m | * 


enting aloud, as I rove, _ 
Since P — no longer is here? 
My Flocks, if at Random ſtray, was 
What Wonder, if ſhe's the Plains ? 
Her Hand they were wont to 5 
She rul'd both the Sheep and the Swainz. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 
To the Foot of yon neighbouring Hill, 
To the Bow'r we had built in the Shale, 

Or tie River that runs by the Mill? * 
There, ſweet, by my Side as ſhe lay, 1 
And heard the fond Stories I told. | 

How ſweet was the Thruſh from the Spray, 
Or the Bleating of Lambs from the Fold ? 


kt, 


re; 


5 


C3 


How oft? wou'd I ſpy out a Charm, S- 
Which, before, had been hid from my View! 
And, while Arm was enfolded in Arm, 
My Lips to her BIG: how they grew! 


Of 3 | How 
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How long the ſweet Conteſt would lag ! 
Till the Hours of Retirement and Reſt, 
What Pleaſures and Pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No Changes of Place, or of Time, 
"ns [ felt when my Fair-one was near; 
] j | Alike was each Weather and Clime, 
WH | Each Seaſon that chequer'd the Year : 
M In Winter's rude Lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the Boſom of May ; 
Each Morn brought Contentment and Eaſe, 
If we role up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond Wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind Gods could impart 3 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful Taſk, 
The Deſpair, and the Envy of Art: 
There all that is worthy, to prize, 
Tia all that was lovely was dreft 3 
For the Graces were thron'd in her 
And the Virtues all lodg'd i in her Breaſt, 


s ON G XCIIL, 
Sung by Mr. Pinto, in Love in a Villiage 


N Love ſhould there meet a fond Pair, 
Untutor'd by Faſhion or Art, 
Whoſe Wiſhes are warm and fincere, 
Whoſe Words are th' Exceſs of the Heart, 


17 aught of ſubfantial Delight 
| Ga this Side the Stars can be found; 
'Tis ſure, hen that Couple unite, | 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown d. 
war 8 ON 


* 
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8 ne eine 
Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


H E Woodlark whiſtles thraugh the Grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt Notes of Love | 
To pleaſe his Female on the Spray; 
Perch'd by his Side, her little Breaſt 
Swells with a Lover's Joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to reward the Lay. 


Come then, my Fair-one, let us prove 
From their Example how to love : | 
For thee the early Pipe Pl! breathe; 
And when my Flock return to Fold, 
Their Shepherd to thy Boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial Wreath. 


SONG XCV. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone- Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Lampe, 


HE Sun like any Bridegroom gay, 

| Roſe to ſalute the Spring; 

The Flow'rets hail'd the Birth of May, | 

And Birds began to ſing ; | 4 

When Damon tript it o'er the Plain, 

| Dear Chloe's Heart to win; ” 

But at the Window tapt in vain, | 

She would not let him in. 


Befide the Manfions where the Great 
From glorious Feats retir'd, 
The Druids us'd to celebrate 


The Virtues they admir'd: - 
) NG E 4. Love 


t. 


Leart. 


— 


Taere's ſame rural Feſtival ſurely at Hand; 
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Love whifper'd then in Damon's Ear, 
Aud bade his Song begin; 

And thus he ſung to pleaſe the Fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet is Song, the Maiden roſe, 
In rural, plain Attire; 

And like the genial Seaſon glows 
With thrilling ſoft Deſire: 

But, angry like, by Love controul'd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this Din ? 

Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I ne'er would let you in. 


The Fair-one in his Arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er; 

And who, with Honour in bis Breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more ? 

To Church he led her, in her Prime, 
For Pleafure void of Sin, 

And now ſhe. hails che happy Time 
When firſt ſhe let him in. 


SONG XCVI. 

Cotin and PRILIIs, « Paftoral Dialogue, 

Sang in The AxcaDian NuPTIALs. 

Py Tort" 
ARK! hark! o'er the Plains what glad 
; Toumults we hear! 

How gay all the Nymphs and the Shepherds appear 
With Myrtles and Roſes new deck'd are the Bow'r,, 


And every Buſh bears a Garland of Flow'rs. 
I can't, for my Lite, what it means underſtand: 


Not 
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Not Harveſt, nor Sheep-ſheering, now can tale 

Place; [Phillis enters. 
But Phillis will tell me the Truth of the Caſe. 


Pullis. 

he Truth, honeſt Lad? - why ſurely you know 
hat Rites are prepar'd in the Village below, 
Vhere gallant young Ti, ſo fam d and ador d, 
Weds Daphne, the Siſter of Corin our Lord; 

That 5 whoſe Beauty, Good-nature, and 
Eaſe, 1 

all Fancies can ftrike, and all Judgments can pleaſe; 
That Corix—but Praiſe muſt the Matter give o'er ; 
ou know what he is—and I need ſay no more. 


Corin. | 

oung Thyr/is too claims all that Honour can lend, 

is Countrymen's Glory, their Champion and 
Friend es 59 DH 

ho ſuch flight Memorials ſcarce ſpeak his Deſerts; 

ind, truſt me, his Nameisengrav'd on their Hearts. 


PHILLIS. 
ut hence, to the Bridal, behold how they throng ! 
ach Shepherd conducting his Sweetheart along: 
he joyous Occaſion all Nature inſpires 
ith tender Affections and chearful Defires. 


Durrro. A 
e Pow'rs, that oer conjugal Union preſide, 
l· gracious 3 on the Bridegroom and 
Bride, 0 - 
hat Beauty, and Virtue, and Valour, may ſhine 
a — themſelves, with no End to the 
de; of A TT 
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Let Honour and Glory, and Riches and Praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro* numerous Days; 
And, while in a Palace Fate fixes their Lot, 
Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a Cot ! 


Wy $ONG XCVII. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Give me that ſocial Delight, 
„ O Which none but true Lovers receive, 
1 When Lunar bedecks the ſtill Night, 
| And glances her Smiles on the Eve: 
When to the fair Meadows we go, 
Where Peace and Contentment retire ; 
Or down the ſmooth Current we row, 
In Time with the Flutes and the Lyre. 


By Nature theſe Pictures are drawn: 
How ſweet is each Landſcape diſpos'd ! ] 
The Proſpect extends to the Lawn, | 
Or by the tall Beaches is clos'd. ] 
Come, .S-rephon, attend to the Scene: 
The Clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 
The Objects around are ſerene, 
As modell'd to Mufic and Love. 


SONG XCVIIL. 
The DisayroINTMENT. 


E Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay 

And take no more Heed of my Sheep; 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep, 
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fe, Yet I do not my Folly reprove; | 
She was fair—and my Paſſion begun; 


She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was vol of all Thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 

That a Nymph ſo compleat-would be ſought 
By a Swain more engaging than me. 

Ah! Love ev'ry Hope can inſpire, 
It baniſhes Wiſdom the while ; 

And the Lip of the Nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a Smile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 

Ye that witneſs the Woes I endure, 
Let Reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 
What it cannot inftru& you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain ; 
Amid Nymphs of an higher Degree: 
It is not for me to explain 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


O ye Woods ! ſpread your Branches apace, 
To your deepeſt Receſſes I fly; 
I would hide with the Beaſts of the Chace; 
I would vaniſh from ev'ry Eye. 
Yet my Reed ſhall. reſound through the Grove 
With the ſame ſad Complaint it begun, 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone. 


E 6 80ONG 
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S O0 NG XCIX, 
#1 Sung by Mrs. Clive, in The Capricious Lovers, 
| | i OR various Purpoſe ſerves the Fan, 
ll 
| 


As thus - a decent Blind, 
Between the Sticks to peep at ; 
Nor yet betray your Mind. 


Each Action has a Meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the Snap; 

A Flirt expreſſes ſtrong Diſdain, 
Conſent a gentle Tap. 


All Paſſions will the Fan diſcloſe, 

| All Modes of female Art, 
And to Advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The Hand, if not the Heart. 


Tis Folly's Sceptre; firſt defign'd 
| By Love's capricious Boy, 
Who knows low lightly all Mankind 


Are govern'd by a Toy. 


Mes SONG C. 
Sung by. Mrs,” Arne, in The Ror AL SHEPHERD. 


L 7 OWS of Love ſhould ever bind 

| Men who are to Honour true ; 

They muſt have a ſavage Mind. 
Who refuſe the Fair their Due. 


Scorn'd and hated may they be, — 
Who from Conftancy do ſwerve; ER 

So may ev'ry Nymph agree 
All ſuch faithleſs Swains to ſerve, 
| e SONG 


[961] 
SONG CL 


Any Trinc, &xtHER THAN FAIL, 


HE Lads and the Laſſes all jocund were ſeen, 
With Muſic and Mirth round the Pole on 
the Green, WAA 
he Lambkins were ſporting, all Nature was gay, 
o welcome the kindly Return of the May: . _ 
When Doll, who was curs'd both with Envy and 

Years, 
er Head, by old Time, ſilver'd o'er with gray 
Hairs, 2 
om the Vouths and their Sports ſought Retreat 
in- the Vale, 


nd thus pray 'd for A thing, rather than fail. 
e Pow'rs, who ſaw me once blithſome and young, 


ow graceful I dag&'d and how ſweetly I ſung, 
y C _— ſubduing, each Bard would re- 
h 


— 
« 3-4 


y Beauty lone was the Subject of Verſe: L 
ach Youth, with a Sigh, would his Paſſion unfold, 


ho' now they have left me grown wrinkled and 
old; * ; 


ith the Ears of Compaſſion attend to my Tale, A 
d let me have Amy / ng, rather than fail, wo 


ow filly was I in the Days of my Vouth, 
y Follies forgive, fince I own them with Truth; 


hen Lovers were plenty, I thought, to be ſure, 7 
ill might be certain of one in a Score. 


t, ah! as my Charms, ſo their Paſſions decay d, | 
dd greatly I fear I ſhall die an Old-Maid ;_ © 


: pity my Caſe, let my Pleading prevail, 
d ſend me but Any thing, rather than fail. 


Ye 


N 


[86] | 
Ye Virgins, now gay in the Spring of your Charm; 
Who, vainly coquetting, give many. Alarms, 
Let Prudence adviſe and take Place of your Pride 
To one give your Hand and become a chaſte Bride 
The Pleaſures of Hymen partake in your Prime, 
And thus by nag Conduct anticipate Time, ; 
Leſt you A, ike poor Dolly, grown ancient au 

e, 

Petition for Any thing, rather than fail. 


8 ON G cn. 
The Haypy SHEPHERD. 
| Sung at Ranelagh. _ 
Z1ITH Phillis Vil trip o'er the Meads, 
And haſten away to the Plain, 
Where Shepherds attend with their Reeds, 
To welcome my Love and her Swain : 
The Lark is exalted in Air, 
The Linnet fings perch'd on the Spray; 
Our Lambs ſtand in Need of our Care, 
Then let us not lengthen Delay. 


What Pleaſures _ with my Dear, 
While me y bs are at Spo 
Exceed the Delights OG | 4 
That ſhines with ſuch Grandeur at Court: 
When Golin and Strepbon go by, 5 
They form a Diſguiſe for a while; 
ſee how I'm bleſt with a Sigh, 
But Envy forbids them to ſmile. 
Let Courtiers of Liberty prate, 
T'enjoy it take infinite Pains; 
But Liberty's primitive State 
Is only enjoy'd on the Plains: 


( 87 J 
ith Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay Minutes are ſpent ; 
Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That Happineſs flows from Content. 


rms, 
85 
ide, 
ride; 
* SONG CIII, 

4 favourite Duet, in Solomon, 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 
HOU ſoft Invader of the Soul, | 
Qh, Love, who ſhall thy Pow'r controul? 
o quench thy Fires whole Rivers drain, 
hy burning Heat ſhall ſtill remain. 
In vain we trace the Globe to try, 
f powerful Gold thy Joys can buy ; 
The Treaſures of the World will prove 
00 poor a Bride to purchaſe Love, 


SONG CIV. 
CANTAT A. 


Sung by Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh. 
RECiTATI1VE. 
HEN wintry Blaſts and ruffling Storms 
expire, l 
ind Nature kindles up her — Fires 
hen the gay Park puts on a lively Green, 
ind Silvia there in all her Charms is ſeen: 
Jer her ſtain'd Cheeks, Vermilion Bluſhes ran; 
\ Goddeſs mov'd, and Floris thus began. 


. 


port; 


% 
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AIX. 


Think, peerleſs Fair-ene, then explain, 
When tender Paſſions riſe, 


Why pants my Heart with pleaſing Pain, . 


Why languiſh thus my Eyes; 
Tis ſurely Nature's gentle Call, 
Love's ſweeteſt Joys to prove, 


"Tis Youth, tis Health, tis Life, tis all, 


For what means Life but Love. 
: RECITATIVE. 


Here, his Voice failing, as his Rapture roſe, 
In moving Sighs, he ſeem'd to breathe his Vows, 
Soon to his Heart, the refluent Spirits came, 


And thus blaz'd forth the Brightneſs of his Flame 


AIX. 


Now ſpringing Verdure decks the Plains, 


And Love o'er youthful Nations reigns ; 


In thy dear Breaſt ſoft Paſſions riſe, 
And ſhed new Softneſs o'er thy Eyes: 
Improve, ſweet Maid, the ſmiling Hour, 
Yield to Hymen's gentle Pow'r, 
So ſhall the World my Silvia find, 
Strictly good, and fondly kind. 


"ray Was, 2.2 > M1 
2882 Set by Mr. Handel, 
H had I FabaPs Lyre, 
Or Miriam's tuneful Voice, 
To Sounds like his I would aſpire, 
In Songs like her I would rejoice. 
My humble Strains but faintly ſhow, 
How much to Heaven and thee I owe, 


* 


2 + 


fs ok on. 
SONG CI. 
The REVEN OE. 


Set by Dr. Arne. | 8 


HEN I beheld you all divine, | 
And fondly thought your Paſſion true, 
, Chloe, call'd you only mine, 
And lov'd no other Nymph but ou. 
ow cou'd I think a Face ſo fair, F 1 
Cou'd now ſo falſe and fickle prove; 
That you whe did ſo often ſwear, * 
Wou'd ever break the Bonds of Love? _ © 
at I no longer feel your Chain, 0 
Nor you poſſeſs your wonted PoW'rz⸗ 
o longer I a Slave remain, 
A Cbloe's Captive as before: 
ut go, and other Hearts beguile, 
Go, and ſome other Conqueſt find; 
is you that ſnew a flatt'ring Smile, 
'Tis you can kill while yet you're kiad. 


— 


s ON G ci. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


AY, haſt thou ſeen the Snow-Drop cold, 
U It's maiden. Whiteneſs firſt unfold, | 
Ir ſeen at Morn the crimſon Dye, 

oft ſtealing o'er yon eaſtern Sky? 

y that my Fair-one's ſpotleſs Mind, 

y this her Face is beſt defin'd : : 
heſe Charms let Fancy's Aid improve, 

hen happy thou haſt. ſeen my Love. 


: Haſt 
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Haſt thou e'er heard, on yonder Spray, 
The Linnet wake her tuneful Lay; 
Or heard the Lark, high rais'd in Air, 
Pour his glad Notes into the Ear; 
Or liſted while ſhe ſtream'd along, 
Sweet Philomela tun'd her Song, | 
Or ſwell'd it through the ſilent Grove? 

Then happy thou haſt heard my Love. 


Say, did the Muſk-Roſe cer diſpenſe 

It's Fragrance to thy raviſh'd Senſe ; 

Or ſay, what Time the joyful Earth 

Calls forth afreſh each Fruit to birth ? 

Say, did the Nectarine then Cer feaſt 

With balmy Sweets thy raptur'd Taſte ? 

Then may'ſ thou gueſs, but never prove, 
How ſweet the Lips of her I love. 


-$SONG cn. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y roving Heart has oft, with Pride, 
Diſſolv'd Love's filken Chains; 
The wanton Deity defy'd, 
And ſcorn'd his ſharpeſt Pains. 


But from thy Form, reſiſtleſs, ſtream 
Such Charms as muſt controul ; 

In thee the faireſt Features beam, 
The nobleſt, brighteſt Soul. 


Pleas'd in thy Converſe all the Day, 
Life's Sand unheeded runs; 

With thee I'd hail the riſing Ray, 
And talk down Summers Suns. 


4 
dur Loves congenial {ill the ſame, 
With equal Force ſhall ſhine, "$8 
lo cloy'd Defires ſhall damp the Flame, 
Which Friendſhip will refine, 


. 


SONG CIX. ooh, rope 


LY, Care, to the Winds; thus I blow thee 
| away, 

Wl drown thee in Wine, if thou dar'ſt for to ſtay ; 
ith Bumpers of Claret my Spirits I'I raiſe ; 

| laugh and PI! fing all the reſt of my Days. 


od Bacchus this Moment adopts me his Son, 
ad inſpir'd, my Breaſt glows with Tranſports 
x .ankgowns - | 

he ſparkling Liquor a new Vigour ſupplies, 
Ind W e Nymph kind, who before was too 
wiſe, ; 


When dull ſober Mortals ! be happy as me; 
so Bottles of Claret will make us agree, 
ill open your Eyes to ſee Phillis's Charms, 
d her Coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly ſoon to 
your Arms. | 


. .$ONG/CX. | 
A favourite Song in Tamerlane. 


O thee, O gentle Sleep, alone 

Is owing all our Peace ; 

our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe. 


de Nymph whoſe Hand by Fraud or Force 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs d. 


7 
4 


MF 
By thee obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice is bleſs'd. oy 


Oh ſtay, Arpaſia bids. thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping Fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe in Day, 

The Obje& of her Care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſought, 

| That Motion chas her Sleep; . 

Thus by ourſelves are ofteneſt wrought, 
The Griefs for which we weep. 


oon cxr. 
PaSTORA, a CAN TATA. 


= 1 | RecrTarTive. 
FY N fam'd Arcadia's flow'ry Plains, 
The gay Paftora was heard to ſing, 

Cloſe by a Fountain's chryſtal Spring 

She warbled out her merry Strains. 
" Alt. 

Shepherds, wou'd you hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry Humour try; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft Denials are but Trials, 
You' muſt follow when we fly. 


£ ReciTaTive. 
Damon, who long ador'd this ſprightly Maid, 
Yet never dar'd his Love relate, 
| Reſoly'd at laſt to try his Fate; 
He ſigh'd, ſhe fif'd; hekneel'd and pray'd; 
; She frowa'd, he roſe and walk'd his way; 
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But ſoon returning look'd more gay, 


nd ſung and danc*d, and on his Pipe a chearful 
Echo play'd. | | 4 4 ; ' 


| l p A I Re 

aſtora fled to a ſhady Grove; 

Damon view'd her 

And purſu'd her, | 

pid laugh'd and crown'd his Love. | | 
he Nymph look'd back, well pleas'd to ſee, 
hat Damon ran as faſt as ſhe. 929 Hi 


- 


SONG CXIL 


Set by Dr, Boyce. 


O more ſhall Meads be deckt with Flow'rs, 
Nor Sweetneſs dwell in roſy Bow'rs ; 

or greeneſt Buds in Branches ſpring, 

dr warbling Birds delight to fing ; 

Wor 4pril Violets paint the Grove, 

I forſake my Celia's Love. 


e Fiſh ſhall in the Ocean burn, 

id Fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 

ze humble Vale no Flood ſhall know; 
hen Floods ſhall higheſt Hills o'erflow ; 
ack Lethe ſhall Oblivion leave, 10 
c'er my Celia I deceive. 


re ſhall his Bow and Shaft lay by, 
d Yems's Doves want Wings to fly; 

ze Sun refuſe to ſhew his Light, 1 
d Day be turned into Night; | 

d in that Night no Star appear, 
er I leave my Celia dear. 


7 | 
SONG 
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SONG CXII.: 


HY will Florella, when 1 gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only Face 
They can behold with Love? 


To eaſe my Pain, and ſooth m my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more | 

And as I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. 


But, oh ! how weak is ev'ry Joy 
Where Nature has no Paßt? 
Freſh Beauties may my Eyes employ, 

But you alone my Heart. 


Thus wretched Exiles, when they roam, 
Meet 8 ev'ry where; 

But languiſh for their native Home, 
Though Death attends them there. 


q 
# 


| SONG CXIV. 
Damon and PHiLlLis. 


- A new Paſtoral Dialogue i» Praiſe of Matrime 


Ser to Mufick by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


Succentor and Organift of the Cathedral of Exet 


Damon. 


AP LESS muſt the Shepherd prove, 
Who has never learnt to love; 


Feaſted ne'er his raviſh'd Senſe, 
With the Sweets of Innocence; 
Ne'er has ſovght the J Tye, 


Hapleſs he, but bappy 
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PalLL1s., 

apleſs is the Maid, who ne'er 

ade the Rites of Love her Care; 
&er has found a gentle Youth, 
arm with Tenderneſs and Truth; 
eer has ſought the __ Tye, 
apleſs ſhe, but happy I. 


Dur. 


rom the nuptial 3 

oys of Love, and Eaſe are known; 
rom the nuptial Tye increaſe * 
ealth, Tranquillity and Peace; 
rom the nuptial Union flow 

all the Bleſſings here below. 


Damon. 
Firſt, my lovely Fair, I knew 
ruth and Happineſs in you; 
'ou real Joy alone can give, 
or thee alone I wiſh to live: 
Bleſs'd and happy thoſe who prove 
The cordial Sweets of nuptial Love. 


110) 


PHilLLIS. 


| Phillis never caſt an Eye, 

\kk'd a Bliſs, or breath'd a Sigh, 

&er to Cupid bent a Knee, 

ever, Damon, but for thee ; 8 
leſt and happy thoſe who prove 

The cordial dweets- of nuptial Love. 


' DvaT, From the nuptial Bes xc. 


ILL 


in the Performance, 
e 


. 09] 
5 D A MON. 
[| Ev'ry Day, a Day of Love, 


Does our Fondneſs ſtill improve; 


Care with ſullen Look. is fled, 
Baniſh'd from the nuptial Bed: 
Wou'd, ye Shepherds, happy prove, 
Learn, O! quickly learn to love. 


p11 18. 

Lock'd within thy Arms to reſt, 
Sorrow ne'er invades my Breaſt, 
Hence Diſquietude and Care, 
Nought but Joy can enter here: 
Would, ye Virgins, happy prove. 
Learn, O! quickly learn to love. 

DuzT. From the nuptial Tye, &c. 


Damon. 
Hear my Pray'r, ye Pow'rs divine, 
Long be gentle Phillis mine ! 
Elſe, if cruelly ſevere, 
Envious Fates denies my Pray'r, 
Happy in the nuptial Tye, 
O!] together let us die. 


PHILL1S. 
Hear, ye kind and ious Gods, 


Happy in your bleſt Abodes; 
Hear my Pray'r, ye Pow'rs divine, 


Long be gentle Damos mine: 
Happy in the nuptial Tye, 
Elſe together let us die. 


- — 


The four Verſes marked thus |, are generally omitui 
8 $ONG 


1 


19 J 
SONG CXV. 


AMANDA. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


O, tell Ananda, gentle Swain, | 
How much I love, nor dare complain 

Thy tuneful Voice can Numbers join, 

Thy Words can more perſuade than mine, 


ro Hearts oppreſt and dumb with Grief, 
The Gods ordain this kind Relief ; 

That Mufick ſhould in Sounds convey, 
hat dying Lovers dare not ſay, VE 


| Sigh, a Tear, perhaps ſhe'll give, 
zut Love on Pity cannot live; | 

ell her, that Hearts for Hearts were made, * 
and Love with Love is only paid. * 


Fell her, my Pains ſo faſt increaſe, 4 
hat ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs ; 5 
or, ah! the Swain that bleeding lies, 

\ttends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 


s ON G CXVI. | 
The Miracrtt; or the ReasomanLte Tais; 
A new Song, ſet by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


HILE Phillis, with ambitious Views, 
Fer Int'reſt with the Men purſues; 
While ſelfiſh Sylvia aims her Darts, 

t Lovers P not their Hearts - } © 
May I, in calm Contentment, find s I. 
in caly Balance oer tbe Minde 
5 F Indulge, 
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Indulge, ye Pow'rs that I adore, 


| 'Thoſe trivial Boons ; I aſk no more. 


O! may I be with Wiſdom fraught 

A Pallas in the Depth of Thought; 
Let me in Sweets with Flora vie, 
With Heav'ns great Queen in Majeſty; 
Let me be more than Venus fair, 


With ſuch a Shape, and ſuch an Air, 


No Female e'er poſſeſs'd before, 
Of Fate, and y/n, I aſk no more. 


Let Fame, who with the reft makes free, 
Or celebrate, or wink at me; 

Let me, inſtead of Rivals, find 

Friends, and Allies, in Woman kind : 


Let, what I do, or /ay, or wear, 


Be Faſhion mongſt the Young and Fair: 
Indulge, ye Pow'rs that I adore, 
Thoſe trivial Boons ; I aſk no more. 


May Crouds of Lovers throng my Gate, 


And in obſequious Levees wait, 

To make all Day a grand Parade, 

All Night as grand a Serenade ; 

Let them waft Sighs, and Verſes fing, 
And every amorous Preſent bring : 
Let them grant all they have in Store, 
Of them, and Heav'n, I aſk no more. 


SONG CXVIL 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. 3. 
1 Colin, how bliche and ht 
gay! - bn ier 
met the fair chr, how ſprightly his L 


* 5 
* 


So 


. Om» Tag 


» © 2 


Sw 2_ tf 
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80 graceful her Form, ſo accompliſh'd ber Mind. 
Sure Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be 


join'd! 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 
How jo. wy - Motion, how ſweet was her 
ongue 


And when the Youth told her his paſſionate Flame, 


She allow'd him to fancy her Heart felt the ſame. 


With Ardour be preſs'd her, to think him fincere, 
But, ol ſhe redoubled each Hope and each 
ear; 
She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve, 
And ſhe 238 refus d him, nor gave him her 
ve. # 


. Ly . COTE 
Helanguiſh'd for Freedom, but languiſh'd in vain 
"Till Tyr, who * ſo helpleſs a Slare, 
Eas'd his of its Pain by the Counſel he gave. 


Forſake her, ſaid he, and rejeR her awhile ; 


If ſhe loves You» ſhe ſoon will return with a Smile: | 


You can judge of her Paſſion by Abſence alone, 


And by Abſence will conquer her Heart, or—your * 


own. | 


This Advice he purſu'd; but the Remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas ! to the Fair- one he lov'd; 

Which cur'd his own Paſſion, but leſt her in vain 
To ſigh for à Heart ſhe could never regain. - 


F 2 SONG 


PR tells . 
r 


1. wo ] 


SONG CXVIIL 
Imitated from the French. 


8x by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


E S, theſe are the Scenes where with 77 [ 
tray d 

But ſhort was her Sway for ſo lovely a Maid: 

In the Bloom of her Vouth to a Cloyſter ſhe run; 

In the Bloom of her Graces, too fair for a Nun! 

III grounded, no Doubt, a Devotion muſt prove 

So fatal to Beauty, ſo killing to Love! 


Ves, theſe are the Meadows, the Shrubs and tht - 
Plains; ; 
8 Pleaſures, the Scene of my - 

l Ains; 
| How many ſoft Moments I ſpent i in this Grove! 4 
How fair _— my Nymph ! and how fervent my . 
Be ſtill tho' my Heart, thine Emotion give o'er; - 
Remember, the Seaſon. of Love 1s no more, H 


With "a how I ſtray'd amid Fountains andBow'rs, 0 
Or loiter'd behind, and collected the Flow'rs ! Li 
Then breathleſs,with Ardour, my Fair-one purſu'd, Pc 
And to think with what Kindneſs my Garland T 


ſhe view'd ! C 
But be . 1 fond Heart, this Emotion give 75 
Fain would'ft Yon frgat, thou mult love ber no 1 
more. 0 


SONG 
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SONG CXIX. 
Opz to Coyty on VaLenTine's Dar. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


OME, thou roſy dimpled Boy, 5 
Source of ev'ry heart- felt Joy, 

Leave the bliſsful Bow'rs awhile, 

Paphos and the Cyprian Ile ; 

Vifit Britain's rocky Shore, 

Britons too thy Pow'r adore 3 

Britons hardy, bold, and free, 

Own thy Laws, and yield to thee. 

Source of ev'ry heart-felt Joy, 

Come, thou roſy dimpled Boy. 


Haſte to Sy/via, haſte away, 

This is thine and men's Day; 

Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's Rites prepare. 

Let the Nymphs with many a Flow'r 
Deck the ſacred nuptial Bow'r; 
Thither lead the lovely Fair, 


And let Hymen too be there. 


This is thine and mess Day, 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away! 


Only while we love, we live, 

Love alone can Pleaſure give. 

Pomp and Pow'r, and tinſel State, 
Thoſe falſe Pageants of the Great; 
Crowns and Scepters, envied Things, 
And the Pride of Zaftern Kings; 

Are but childiſh, empty Toys, 9 
When compar'd to Love's ſweet Joys. 
Love alone can Pleaſure give, 

Only while we love, we live, 


F z SONG 
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So N G cxx. 
The LAN DS EKIIr. 


OW pleas'd within my native Bow'rs, 
Ere while I paſs'd the Day ! 

Was ever Scene ſo deck'd with Flow'rs ? 
Were ever Flow'rs ſo gay? 
How ſweetly ſmil'd the Hill, the Vale 
And all the Landſkip round! 
| The River gliding down the Dale! 
| The Hill with Beaches crown'd! 


But now, when urg'd by tender Woes 
| I ſpeed to meet my Dear, 
Il * That Hill and Stream my Zeal oppoſe, 
4 And hoc my fond Ne 

1 No more, fince Daphne was my Theme 
1 Tbeir 3 1 ke; TIN 
| That verdant Hill, and Silver Stream, 
is Divide my Love and me. 


s oN CXXIL. 
1 Curie and CHLOB, 
. 4 Cantata. 


RreciTaTive. N. 

O deck her Boſom Chios choſe, 1 
l Before all Flow'rs, the bluſhing Roſe ; A 
It made her Breaſts more lovely ſhew, M 

5 And added Whiteneſs to their Snow. T 
The tender Nymph, herſelf a Bud, - 


So much already ——-= underſtood. 


* 
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AIR. : 


zut once, bleſs'd Hour! ſhe went to ſee 
The Produce of the fav'rite 'Free, 
\ large and tempting Roſe ſhe found, 
WW hich ſpread its Perfumes all around; 
t ſeem'd to court the Virgin's Hand, 
WT he Virgin did not long withſtand, 6 
She pluck'd - but, O! a ſudden Pain 
Made her releaſe the Stalk again q 
he Wound appear'd, her Finger bled, 
\nd ſtain'd the Roſe with guilty red. 
he Nymph, with Pain and Anger mov'd, 
Began to hate what once ſhe lov'd ; 
She ſigh'd, ſhe wept, and ſtamp'd and ſwore, 
She'd touch the odious Tree no more. 


ReciTATIVE. 


When forth a little Capid came, 
T'appeaſe the crying, angry Dame; 

The angry Nymph the God perceives, 
Struggling, through th' intangling Leaves; 
When, from his fragrant Ambuſcade, 

He thus accoſts the weeping Maid. 


At. 


Ceaſe, Chloe, ceaſe, and do not cry, 
Nor blame the harmleſs Tree—'twas I. 
Twas I that caus'd the little Pain, 
And I will make it well again. 

My Mother bade me do't; and faid, 
This Herb wou'd eaſe the ſuff ring Maid: 
Let it but to the Place be bound, , 
'Twill top the Blood, and heal the Wound. 


F4 


; 
2 
. 

| 


[ 14 ] 
REciTATIVE. 
But, Chloe, if ſo ſmall: a Dart, | 
And in the Finger, give ſuch Smart, 
What, Madam, if I'd pierc'd your Heart? 
Ceaſe then to ſcorn” my Pow'r; and know, 
By what I've done, what I can do. 
Here he aſſom'd an awful Look, 
He nodded thrice, his Locks he ſhook, 
And mimick'd Jove in all ke ſpoke. 
With ſtrenuous Arm he twang'd his Bow, 
He ſhew'd her all his Quiver too; 
This, fays the God—and this, the Dart, 
That wounded ſuch and ſuch a Heart. 
The Virgin ſaw, admir'd, believ'd, and bow'd- 
The God, with Smiles, receiv'd the Adoration 
which ſhe paid, 
And wav'd his purple Wings, and left the wor- 
d'ring Maid. 
A1p. 
My Chloe ſtill can ſhew: the Scar, 
And boaſts the God's peculiar Care: 
She loves, and is belov'd again, 
Secure of Pleaſure, free from Pain. 
I've, ſeen the Roſe adorn'd' with Blood, 
Which from my C#lee's Finger flow'd; 
I've ſeen the Sprig where Cupid ſtood ; 
I ſaw his little fragrant Neſt 
And Chloe told me all the reſt. 


[Da Capo. 

% 

$ ON G cxxii. a 
ORGIVE me; if your Looks I thought er. 


Did once ſome Change diſcover; . iſt 

To be too jealous, is the Fault F 

Of ev'ry tender Lover. 1 
a $24 | 


[ 165 ] 
My Faith theſe kind Reproaches ſhew, 
Which you blame ſo ſeverely; 
Sign, alas! you little know 
hat tis to love ſincerely, 


he Torments of a long Deſpair, - 

I did in Silence ſmother; 
But 'tis a Pain I cannot bear, 

To think you love another. 
y Fate Jepends alone on yo 
1 am but what you'll Tak me: 
divinely bleſt, if you prove true, 
Undone, if you. forſake me. 


SON G CXXIII. vo 
STREPHON AND CELIA. 
A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 
STREPHON.' 


ELL me, Celia, why fo coy ? 
Why averſe to Love and Joy? 
I the Bliſs the Fair can know, 

aſt from happy Union flow. 

hen from me that Bliſs receive, 

ive me Love 224 learn to live. 


CELIA. 
ou'd I truſt! but, O! I fear 
ows of Love are Vows of Airz | if 161 
ould I to thy Suit agree, 1 ng 
ore will end with Liberty: 27 NN 1 
ſtant Good we fondly prize, 4 - < 1 
hich, poſſeſs' d, we ſoon deſpiſe. "2 


F 5 SrxIT Ron. 7 
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| ""STREPHON, 
Why ſhould Virgin Fears torment ? 
| Doubts are Traitors to Content; 
None of Bondage can complain, 
Who for Love meet Love again; 
Only the ſuſpicious Mind, 
Jealous Fetters cloſely bind. 


| CELL fo 
Better ſhun the dubious State, 
Than repent when tis too late: 
Beauty, Youth's Companion, flies; 
Paſſion, Beauty's Offspring dies: 
So, when wintry Age comes on, 


You'll forget the Sun has ſhone. Bi 
12255 S8 IX Cu Ern OR. | 1 
»Tis not that love-d auß Eye, 1 
Nor thoſe Lips of Coral dye; b 
Gentle Manners, vod of Art, 


Strike the Senſe, and wound the Heart; 
Tis from thence my Paſſion's bred, 
That will live, when Beauty's dead. 


| Celia, 
I willing Heart reſign, ! 
Who'd withſtand ſuch Truth as thine 


Dur. 


Nothing ſhall our Bliſs remove, 

That the ng ads World may prove, * 
When two faithful Hearts agree, ; 4/4 

Love is Life and Liberty. 


SONG 


[7.20 T* 
SONG cxxlv. 


Ron Dp EA u. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


V' R Bliſs that Heav'n can give, 
With dear Myra is to live, 

Hear her talk, and ſee her ſmile, 

Fondly gazing all the while: 

Conſtantly with Raptures trace 

Ev'ry Charm of Mind and Grace; 
Snatch her to my glowing Breaſt, 

When with Tenderneſs oppreſt. 

Ewv'ry Bliſs, &c. 


But of theſe, if once depriv'd, 

Long, too long, I ſhall have liv'd ; 

Frankly I'd reſign my Breath; 

Myra loſt, is worſe than Death. 
Ewv'ry Bliſs, &c. 


'$ONG CXXV. 
Addreſs'd to a young Lady. | 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


W HEN, lovely Maid, with thee I join'd _ 
In humble Suit to Heav'n, V 
Unuſual Comfort cheer'd my Mind, 


And ſpoke my Faults forgiv'n. 


My Griefs were huſh'd, my Joy ſerene, 
No anxious Care I knew: 

Loſt to my Thought this earthly Scene, 
All but my Love OI. 


Fain 
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Fain would I think, that thou, dear Maid, 
By pitying Heav'n waſt ſent - 
To lend an erring Sinner Aid, 
And teach him to repent. 
Vouchſafe me ſtill the pious Care, 
O! crow the great Deſign; 
Reward my Paſſion, charming Fair, 
And fix me Heav'ns— and chine. 


SONG CXXVI. 


- The HAWTRHRORN- BOW IR. 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 


ALEMON, in the Hawthorn=- Bower, 


With fond Impatience lay; 


He counted every anxious Hour 


That ftretch'd the tedious: Day. 
The roſy Dawn, Paftora nam'd, 

And vow'd that ſhe'd be kind; 
But, ah! the ſetting Sun proclaim'd 

That Women's Vows are—Wind. 


The fickle Sex the Boy defy'd, , 
And {wore in Terms profane, 
That Beauty in her brighteſt Pride 
Might ſue to him in vain. 


When Delia from the neighb'ring Glade 
Appear'd. in all her Charms, 
Each angry Vow Palemon made, 
Was loſt in Delia's Arms. 


The Lovers had not long reclin'd, 
Before Paftora came: 
Inconſtancy, ſhe cry'd, I find 
In ev'ry Heart's the ſame ; 


For 
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young Alexis ſigh'd and preſt, 
With ſuch bewitching Pow'r, 
aite forgot the wiſhing Gueſt, 
That waited in the Bower. 


SONG CXXVIL 
CoryYDoN. 


, Moral, to the Memory of William Shenſton, ZA; 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 


Set by Mr. Langdon, 


| We'll ſee our lov'd Condom laid; 

o Serrow may blemiſh the Verſe, 
Vet let the ſad Tribute be paid. 
ey call'd him the Pride of the Plain, 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind ! 
mark'd, in his elegant Strain, 
The Graces that glow'd in his Mind. 


Purpoſe he planted yon Trees, 

That Birds in the Covert might dwell; 
cultur'd his Thyme for the Bees, | 
But never once rifled their Cell, 
Lambkins, who play'd at his Feet, 

Go bleat—and your Maſter bemoan; 
s Muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His Manners as mild as your own. 


Verdure ſhall cover the Vale, 

No Bloom on the Bloſſoms appear; 
e Sweets of the Foreſt ſhall fail; 

And Winter diſcolour the Vear. 


O ME, Shepherds, we'll follow the Hearſe, 


I r 


[ 110 ] 
No Birds in our Hedges ſhall fing, . 
(Our Hedges ſo vocal before) h 
Since he that ſhould welcome the Spring, 
Can greet the gay Seaſon no more. 


His Phillis was Fond of his Praiſe, 


And Poets came round in a Throng ; y 
They liſten'd—they envied his Lays, * 
But which of them equal'd his Song? 
Ye Shepherds, henceforward be mute, Th 
For loſt is the paſtoral Strain; din 
So give me my Corydon's Flute, 


And thus —let me break it in twain. at 


SONG CXXVII. 
Tranſlated from the Italian of Metaſtaſio. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


OW ſlowly does his gen'rous Heart 
Another's Crime believe, 
Who ne'er himſelf, with treach'rous Art, 
Another could deceive. 4 
No wonder he, whoſe Honour try'd, | 
From Truth could ne'er deſcend, 


Should think no Falſhood could reſide If 
| Beneath the Name of Friend ! . Wit 


SONG CXXIX. 
Written by Lord Lyttelton. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


7 HEN 1 think on your Truth, I dou 
you no more; 


I blame all the Fears nn, 


F alt 

ſay to my Heart, be at reſt, and believe 

hat whom once ſhe has choſen ſhe-never wi 
leave. 


zut, ah! when I think on each raviſhing Grace, 

That plays in the Smiles of that heavenly Face, 
y Heart beats again ; I again apprehend 

Some fortunate Rival in every Friend. 


Theſe painful Suſpicions you cannot remove, 
Since you neither can leſſen your Charms nor my 


Love; | 
zut Doubts, caus'd by Paſſion, you never can 


blame, 
or they are not ill-founded, or you feel the ſame, 
SONG CXXX. 
The InDirrERENT. - | 


Cantata, tranſlated from the Italian of Metaſtaſio. 
Set by Richard Langdon, M. B. 


ReciTATIVE. 
HANKS, Chloe?! op play wy, Art, 
At length, have heal'd my love-fick Heart, 
At length thy Slave is Free; 
I feel no Tyrant's proud Controul, 


WI feel no Inmate in my Soul, 
But Peace and Liberty. 


AIR. 
No longer now a fierce Deſire 
In Anger maſks its am*rous Fire, 
And fiercer Burns ſappreſs'd; 
I bluſh not when thy Name I hear, 


I meet thee ſuddenly, and fear 
No flutt'ring in my Breaſt, 


5 Put 


Sf b 
Put on thy Loqks of cold Diſdain, 
Or ſpeak reſpe&ful, 'tis in Vain, 
Nor Frowns, nor Smiles can move; 
Thoſe Lips no more have Words that bind, 
Thoſe Eyes no more have Light to find 
The Path that leads to Love. 


REcriTATIVE. 
But till I hear yu ſmiling — 
Tis ſign you have flung your Chains awa 
105 take ſuch Pains A ſhew em: Fe 
Why, Chloe, there's a fond Delight 
Our former Dangers to recite, 
And let our Neighbours know em. 


AIR. 
I talk, *cauſe Talking gives Delight, 
J pleaſe myſelf, not he by't, 
Nor care if ſhe believe: 
And when ſhe deigns myſelf to name, 
Whether ſhe praiſe my Song or blame, 


J neither joy nor grieve. | 
- $0ONG xxx 
Dawox axD PnIILISs. A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
The Words by My. Cunningham. 
Set by Richard. Langdon, M. B. 


Damon. 


HEN Phillis was faithful, and fond a 

| ſhe's fair, 4+) 
I twiſted young Roſes in Wreaths for my Hair; 
But, ah! the ſad Willow's a Shade for my Brows, 


For Pbillis no longer remembers her Vows! 1 
| | To 


( m3 ] 
0 the Groves, with young Calin, the ede 


Feile Ble diſturbs the fill Plaine with hid 
Sighs. — 
pa L 13. 
think thee, falſe Damon, before you upbraid, 
hen Phæbe's fair Lambkin had Yeſterday ſtray'd, 
hro' the Woodlands you wander'd, poor Phillis 
forgot, 
ad drove the gay Rambler quite Home to her 
Cot : 
\ Swain ſo deceitful, no Damſel can prize; 
Ti Phebe, not Phillis, lays claim to your Sighs. 


Damon. > | 
ike Summer's full Seaſon young Phetbe is kind, 
er Manners are graceful, untainted her Mind! 
The Sweets of Contentment her Cottage adorn, 
he's fair as the Roſe-bud, and freſh as the Morn ! 
he ſmiles like Pomona. —Theſe Smiles Fd reſign, 
{ Phillis were faithful, and deign'd to 1 mine. 


PHII IIS. 

Dn the Tabor young Colin ſo prettily plug! ! 

e fings me ſweet Sonnets, and writes in my 
Praiſe ! 

e choſe me his True-love, laſt Valentins Day, 

hen Birds ſat like Bridegrooms all pair'd on 
the Spray; 

et, I'd ouch the gay Shepherd far, far from my 

in 
f Damon, the Rover, were conſtant and kind. 


Damon. 
ine Folk, my ſweet Phillis, may revel "IP moge. 
But Fleeting” s the Pleafure that's founded on 


Change! 
In 
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In the Villager' s Co ſuch Conſtancy ſprin 

That Peaſants, with Pity, may look Aro n 
| Kings. 


DvuzrT.. 
To the Church then let's haſten, our 'Tranſpor 
to bind, 
And Damos will always prove faithful and kind. 
PHILLIS. 


To the Church then let's haſten, our Traue 
to bind, 
And Phillis will always prove faithful and kin 


SONG CXXXII. 
AMurulTRrION. A Cantata. 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 


RECITATIVE. 


A MPHITRION and his Bride, a gol 
like Pair! 
He brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair! 
On Thorns of Gold, in purple Triumph plac'd, 
Wich matchleſs Splendor held the nuptial Feat: 
Whilſt the high Roof with loud Applauſes run 
Enraptur d, thus the happy Hero ſung : 
AIR. 
Was mighty Jowe deſcendin 
_ all hi. Wrath divine, 
rag'd at my pretending 
/ To call this — mine; 
His Shafts of bolted Thunder, 
With Boldneſs, I'd deride; - 
Not Heav'n itſelf can ſander 


The Hearts that Love has ty'd. 
4 | e's; Rec 


( ns ] 
RzxciTaTIVE 
he Thunderer heard — he look'd with Ven- 
ance down, 
ill Beauty's Glance diſarm'd his awful Frown. 
he magic Impulſe of Alcmena s Eyes ; 
ompell'd the conquer'd God to quit his Skies; 
e 85 the Huſband's Form, poſleſs'd her 
arms, 


C 
d puniſh'd his Preſumption in her Arms; 


AIR. 


He deſerves ſublimeſt Pleaſure, 

Who reveals it not, when won: 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure}; 
Boaſt it—and the Fool's undone ! 

Learn by this unguarded Lover, 
When your ſecret Sighs 28 

Not to let your Tongue diſcover 
Raptures that it ſhould conceal. 


$ONG CXXXII. 


RIMSON Leaves the Roſe adorn, 
But beneath them lurks a Thorn; 
ar and flow'ry is the Brake, 
et it hides the vengeful Snake. 
hink not ſhe, whoſe empty Pride 
Dares the fleecy Garb-deride. 
hink not ſhe who, light and vain, 
corns the Sheep can love the Swain. 
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8 O N CXXXTV. 
Jong 'by Mrs. Scott, in The Capricious Love 
N Tyrant Love, with cruel Dart, 
Transfix the Maiden's tender Heart; 
Of eaſy Faith, and fond Belief, 
She hugs the Dart, and aids the Thief. 
Till left, her helpleſs'State to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn | 
She finds, while Grief her Boſom ſtings, 
As well as Darts the God has Wings. 


S O0 NG cxxxv. 
The Gor brixven To Cüror. 


A young. Lady, remarkably fond of a Song of l 
Handel's, beginning wth, Th Liberty, & 


her Harpfichord whilft ſbe ſung it; which, a 
flying acuay, occaſioned the following Wards. 


RECTTATIVE. 
T O Hande!'s pleaſing Notes, as Chloe ſung 
The Charms of Heavenly Liberty, 
A gentle Bird, till then with Bondage pleas'd, 
With Ardour panted to be free ; 
His Priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant Plain; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting St 
an 
Whilſt to the diſtant Vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow Return of Spring, 
Rather in leafleſs Groves to dwell 
Than in my Chloe's warmer Cell; 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I T firft was taught avert Liberty, 


* 
„ OT uo I wy S IIS oo 


had a tame Goldfinch, which uſed to hop abi 


[- 19 J 
Soon -as the welcome Spring ſhall chear, 


T1! tell, upon the topmaſt Spray, 

Thy ſweeter Notes improv'd my Lay, 
And in my Priſon learn'd from thee, 

To warble forth beet Liberty. 

* Waſte not on me an uſeleſs Care, 

That kind Concern let Szrephor ſhare 
Slight are my Sorrows, flight my Ills, + 
To thoſe which he, yu Captive! feels, 
Who, kept in yy 


eſs Bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty. 


+ SON G CXXXVI. 
* The SHEPHERD and Curis. 
11 


WAS early on a Holiday, | 
A harmleſs Shepherd chanc'd to ſtray 
d wand'ring near a Cryſtal Brook, 

ſat him down to bait his Hook: 

us ſaid the Shepherd, free from Care, 

{ I the Gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 

Ur any of the ſcaly Fry, 

d envy none beneath the Sky.“ 


Sport was harmleſs as his Mind; 

on his Hand his Head reclin'd; 

d liſt'ning to the Wood-Lark's Note, 
uateb'k the Motion of hie Float: 
uce obtain'd a ſingle Swim 
Capi round the Swain did ſkim; 

th feather'd Wings extended wide, 


L ſettled by the Shepherd's Side. 


OJ 


With genial Wazzath, the drooping Year, 
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The Swain had heard of Bows and Darts, 
And Cupid*s Snares, that torture Hearts; 
Became uneaſy at the Sight, 

But artfully conceal'd his Fright ; 

I prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 


„ What brought thee out ſo ſoon to Day? 


4 In Truth, ſaid he, my Sport's like thine; 
T hither came to wet my Line.” 

1% If that be true, thou pretty Boy, 

% Then leave with me that glitt'ring Toy; 
« I mean the Arrow in thy Hand; 

4 Then equally we'll ſhare our Stand.” 
Shepherd, I'll give thee any ching; 
Pray take with it my Bow and String.“ 
The Swain ſecure his Cheek did ſtroke, 
And, lily, Cupid's Arrow broke. 


But, lo! an Angel's Voice he heard, 


And ſoon an Angel's Form appear'd ; 
With Eyes ſo bright, as Poets ſay, 

Should Phebus fleep, might rule the Day; 
The Shepherd liſten'd to her Song; 

I fear the Shepherd gaz'd too long, 

For as her Eyes their Beams withdrew, 
Her fatal Looks the Shepherd flew, 


At firſt he felt uncommon Smart, 
And fear'd the Boy conceal'd a Dart : 
Then faintly turning, Child,“ ſaid he, 
« This Arrow comes from thee.” 
Ol! Shepherd, it is no ſuch TUE s 

© Thou hadſt my Arrow, Bow, and String. 
« But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart; 
The Nywph you ſaw has pigrc'd your Heu 


S0} 


{ ng J 


SONG CXXXVII. 
A favourite Song, fer two Voices, 
Set by Mr. Travers, 7 
The Words by Matt. Prior, 


HEN Bibo thought fit from the World to 
retreat, 

As full of Champagne as an Egg's full of Meat, 
e wak'd in the Boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 

e wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead, 
Trim = ous and fit quiet!” ſtern Charon 

reply'd ; | 

$* You may have forgot you were drunk when 
you dy'd.“ 


= 


SON G CXXXVIIL 

Sung in The Capricious Lovers, 
H O' my Dreſs, as my Manners, is fimple 
\ Raſcal I 3 230 a Knave I diſdain 
My Dealings are juſt, .and my Conſcience is clear, 


\nd I'm richer than thoſe who have Thouſands a 
Year. n 


ho” bent down with Age, and for Sporting un- 
couth, | 
I feel no Remorſe for the Follies of Youthz _ 
I ſtill tell my Tale, and rejoice in my Song, 
Aud * think my Age not a Moment too 
ng. M 
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Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the 
Her kindly wr Yar) his Peace did reſtore, 
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Let the Courtiers, thoſe Dealers in Grin and Gr, 


mace, 
Creep under, dance over, for Title or Place; 
Above all the Titles that flow from a Throne, 


That of Honeſt I prize—and that Title's my o 


SONG CXXXIX. 


Sung in The surruknb's Lorrzr. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


O dear Amarillis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix d Paſſion, and dy'd for 1 
Song : | 
He went one May Morning to meet in the Grorr, 
By her own dearAppointment, this Goddeſs of Lon! 
Mean Time in his Mind all her Charms he ran oe, 
And doated on each Can a Lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain 
Twas Fury and Rage, and Deſpair and Diſdain' 
The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 
And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter 
downright : . 
*®T'was his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change Can a Lover do more? 


Chora, it happ'd, was by Accident there; 

No Roſe-Bud ſo tempting, no Lily fo fair: 

He preſs'd her white Hand, next her * he eſſaj d 
aid: 


And deat Amari was thought of no more. 


SONG 
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SONG CXL 


Set by Mr. Worgan, 


O longer let whimſical Songſters compar 

The — of Wine with the — of 
the Fair : 

appeal to the Men, to determine between 

\ Tun-belly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen, 


he Pleaſures of Drinking henceforth I reſign ; 
or tho? thereis Mirth, yet there's Madneſs in Wine: 
hen let not falſe Sparkles our Senſes beguile ; 
Tris the Mentionof Chloe that makes the Glaſs ſmile. 


ler Beauties with Rapture 1 Senſes inſpire, 
den And the more I behold her, the more I admire! 

ut the Charms of her Temper and Mind I adore 
heſe Virtues ſhall bleſs me when Beauty's no more. 


rain, . 
low happy our Days when with Love we engage! 
1 is the Aranſport of Youth ; *tis the . of 
} ö A . 


| ge 
but what are the Joys of the Bottle or Bowl? 
ine tickles the Taſte, Love enraptures the Soul! 


\ Sot, as he riots in Liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 

rom this fair Confeſſion, tis plain, my good Friend, 
ou're a Toper eternal, and drink to no End. 


our Big-belly'd Bottle ma raviſh your Eye, , 
ut how feoliſh you look when your Bottle is dry! 


G From 


a 
- 2 IN — 


* * I.” wy 1 , Y 


2 98 
* = I * — , 
w * — 2 2 
3. 4 383 
. — 2 


— = 6—— — 
* — Now 
3 Pee nom te 
— — 


* * * 2 b 
— — P oor as fol 1 


—— 


*** R — — 


. at my 


- 


' From Woman, dear Woman, ſweet Pleaſure mul 


Dolle 


1 


ſpring; | 
Nay the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt Thing 


Yet ſome Praiſes to Wine we may juſtly afford; 
For a Time it will make one as great as a Lord; 
But Woman, for ever, gives Tranſport to Man, 
And I'll love the dear Sex—aye, as long as I ca, 


s ON G CXLI. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the Engliſh Opera of At 


TAXERXES. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
F o'er the cruel Tyrant, Love, 
A Conqueſt I believ'd, 


The flatt'ring Error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the pentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 
What was my Pride is now my Shame, 
And muſt be turn'd to Hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring Mind 
The Weakneſs of my Heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 

To take a Traitor's Part. 


SONG CXLIL. 

CamTaATa. Tranſlated from the French by ti 
late Lord "Lanſdown. 

Set by Dr. Arne. 

and free, for Pleaſure born, 

Dull, ſelf-denying Fools I ſcorn: | 


* 
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e proffer'd Blifs I'll ne'er refuſe, 
; often troubleſome to chuſe. 


hing 't thou, my Friend? I love at Sight. 
ink'ſt thou? This Bumper does thee Right; 

d; ¶ random with the Stream I flow, 

x play my Part, where'er I go. 


God of Sleep, ſince we muſt be 
lig'd to give ſome Hours to thee ; 
e me not, while the full Bowl 
ows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul! 
that the only Time to ſnore, | 
en I cañ laugh and drink no more: 
rt, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 
Im in Haſte to live again. 


, Oh! if melting in my Arms, 

e Nymph belov'd, with all her Charms, 
ſome ſoft Dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 

d grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

— Slumber, prithee ſtay ; 

wly, * bring the Day! 

y no rude Noiſe my Bliſs deſtroy ! 

bh ſweet Deluſion 1s real Joy. 


SONG CXLII. 


ANTATA» The MorNinG, Set by Dr. Arne. 


H E glitt'ring Sun begins to riſe _ 
On yonder Hill, and paints the Skies ; 
e Lark his warbling Matin ſings ; 
h Flow'r in all its Beauty | rings; 
e Village up, the Shepherd tries NE | 
Pipe, and to the Woodland hies, | « 
| G 2 Oh! 


p th 


IT 24 J 
Oh! that on th?enamell'd Green 
My Delia, lovely Maid, were ſeen; e 


Freſher than the Roſes bloom, 
Sweeter than the Meads Perfume. 


- Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away, 
To Delia's Ear the tender Notes convey ; 
As ſome lone Turtle his loſt Love deplores, 
And with ſhrill Echoes fill the ſounding Short; 
So I, like him abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs Plaints my abſent Delia mourn, WF" 


Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along : 
The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their Ev*ning Soy 
The Winds to blow, the waving Woods to mot 
And Streams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 


* Not'bubbling Fountains to the thirſty Swain, 

Nor balmy Sleep to Lab'rers ſpent with Pain, WY. 
Nor Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half ſo pleafing as thy Sight to me. 


SONG CXLIV. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


W HAT beautedus Scenes enchant my Sig! 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does. round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Her wanton Ringlets twine ! 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with her Cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine, , without his Aid, 
.-- | Had crept along the Ground, 


3 77 2 
zt this, my Fair-one, move thy Heart 


Connubial Joys to prove, 
et mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love : 
Cnow thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 
he youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms, 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 
His Love remains the ſame ; 

Dn him alone thy Heart beſtow, 

And crown his conſtant Flame: _ 

o ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring; 

o ſball thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 


 $ONG cv. 


. 8 In Acis and GalLaTEA. 
1 OV E ſounds th' Alarm, 


And Fear is a flying; 
When Beauty's the Prize, 
What Mortal fears dying ? 
In Defence of my Treaſure 


P11 bleed at each Vein; 
Without her no Pleaſure,” 
For Life is a Pain, 


SONG CXLVI. 
VartenTine's Day. 4 Ballad. 1 
Set by Dr. Arne. 5 | 


HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, 
And Dew-drops gliſten'd on the Thorn; 
G 3 When, 
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When Sky-larks tun'd their Carols ſweet, 
To hail the God of Light and Heat ; 
Philander, from his downy Bed, 

To fair Lietta's Chamber ſped, 
Crying —Awake, ſweet Love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine! 


| Soft Love, that balmy Sleep denies, 


Had lang unveil'd her brilliant Eyes, 
Which (that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain) 


She artfully had clos'd again: 


He ſunk, thus caught in Beauty's Trap, 
Like Phabas into Thetis' Lap, 

And near forgot that his Detign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, farting, cry'd—I am undone ! 
Philander, charming Youth, be gone! 
For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, 
Make Virtue, not your Love, appear: 
No Sleep has clos'd theſe watchful Eyes 
(Forgive the fimple fond Diſguiſe); 


To gen'rous Thoughts your Heart incline, 


And be my faithful Yalentine, 


The brutal Paſſion ſudden fled, 
Fair Honour govern'd in its ſtead, 
And both agreed, ere ſetting Sun, 
To join two virtuous Hearts in one: | 
Their beauteous Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual Love; 
And, from that Hour to Life's Decline, 
She bleſs'd the Day of Valentine. 


$ ON. 


6, 
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-SONG CXLVII., 
Sung in the Engliſh Opera of ARTAXERXES. 
Sep by Dr. Arne. 
N Infancy our Hopes and Fears 
Were to each other known ; 
And Friendſhip, in our riper Years, 
Has twin'd our Hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this Offence ; 
Thy Love, thy Duty, prove: 
Reſtore him with that Innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my Love 


SONG CXLVIIL. 
Sung by Myr. Mattocks, in the Engliſh Opera of 


ARTAXERXES. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


EHOLD on Lethe's diſmal Strand 
Thy Father's troubled Image ftand ! 

In his Face what Grief profound! 

See he rolls his haggard Eyes ! 

Hark! « Revenge l Revenge! he cries, 
And points to his. ſtill- bleeding Wound. 

Obey the Call, revenge his Death, 

And calm his Soul that gave thee Breath. 


SONG CXLIX. 
. Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in ARTAXERXES. 


HY Father l- away !--I renouncethe ſoft Claim, 


Thou Spot to my Honour? thou Blaſt to 
* my Fame! 


G 4 Let 


189 7 


Let Juſtice the Traitor to Puaiſhidledt bring A+ 
His Father he loſt when he murder'd his King, 


5 SONG CL. 
EN Sung in ARTAXERXES. 1 


HEN real Joy we miſs, At 
'Tis fome Degree of Bliſs, . 
To reap ideal Pleaſure, 


| 1 And dream of hidden Treaſure. 5 

. : The Soldier dreams of Wars, [H 
And conquers without Scars ; Y 

0 The Sailor in his Sleep A 
| With Safety plows the Deep : - 
3 b 

1 8 1. through Fancy's Aid, - 

= Enjoy my Heav'nly Maid, 

=_ And, bleſt with thee and Love, c 
. 2 Am greater far than Jove. 7 
= SONG CLI. 

i 1 J A Favexrite Duetto, in the Engliſh Opera /I|- 

HB , | ARTAXERXES. - 

. i | | 

T1 AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay; 

will O retard unwelcome Day ; 

i hink what Anguiſh rends my Breaſt, 

wal 'Fhas careſſing, thus careſt, 

$I From the Idol of my Heart | 

1:1 | Forc d at thy Approach to part. . [ 


N 8 ON 
I 
© 4 , 

. 

. — 


[wy 1 


SONG CLIL. 
Z0 Set by Me. Battiſhill. 
R CITATIVE. 


T o yonder Beech's friendly Shade 
Repair, my Aura, lovely Maid; 

And while our Lambkins Frolick males 

Thy Shepherd's Treaſure ſmiling take. 


Air, 


Were to my Wiſh thy Temples bound, 
How India's Gems ould b blaze around? 
Yet Wiſhes are but idle Breath; / 
Accept, in lieu, a Roſy Wreath: 

Had I proud Perfia at my Beck, 

What gaudy Robes my Fair mould deck! 2 
But as it is, vouchſafe to wear 

What once enwrapt my fleecy Care. 


Of burniſh'd Gold, or Silver fair, 

Thoſe Feet of thine ſhould Sandals bear: 

But allT have to _ now, 8 

The Hide of Dap, thy fay'rite Cow. 

Said Aura — Sandals, 2 * and Crowns, 

ire lender Proofs %; inſt Fortune's Frowns; 
e've Health and Eaſe—Is Heaven ſcant ?. 
Here take my Hand—we've all we want. 


SONG. CLIII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 

Love, thou bitter Foe to Reſt; 
Who haſt within = harmleſs: Breaſt: 
: 8, 


. 


\$o home the ſick' ning Arrow ſent, 
Relieve a poor unwary Maid, 

Who, fondly gazing, was betray'd, 
| Nor knew what Self-deluſion meant. 


Since Cuſtom, . cruel to the Fair, 8 

Forbids my Paſſion to declare, | 
Aſſiſt, blind God of ſoft Defire ; 

To thy Omnipotence I kneel ; 

Let him my ſecret Anguiſh feel, 


And burn for me with equal Fire. 
| . | 5 he 
Then, if the lovely Vouth appear, Bacc 
* By Turns inclin'd to Hope and Fear, Hea 
And tenderly his Paſſion move; | And 


My Heart ſhall flutter to his Sighs ; 
With gentle Looks Ill meet his Eyes, 
And never, never ceaſe to love. 


S.ONG CLIV. 


Bacenus end Ariane, 2 Cantata; 
8 by Dr. Arne. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE. faithleſs The/exs ſcarce had got on board, 
When Ariadne wak' d; and miſs'd her Lord, 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the Beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his Veſſel leſs'ning to her View: 

. She ſmote her Breaſt ; ſhe rav'd, and tore her Hair, 
Then, in ſoft Plaints, ſhe vented her Deſpair. 


FA Jig 


* 


ad 
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| AIR. 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay! | 
. Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye Winds, to blow? 

Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my Love away 
Ah whither wilt thou go? 

Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo? 
Ah! Theſeas, faithlels The/eus; tell me why 
You fly from her who gave theePow'rtofly # 


REeciTaTIVE., 


The jolly-God, who rules the jovial Bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe Gifts re-animate the Soul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's Grief, 
And gently thus adminiſter'd Relief. 


AI RA. 


Ceaſe, lovely Nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling Tear; 

Though The/eus plow. the Deep, 

271 ou' ve ſtill a Lover here- 

I am Bacchus, God of Wine, 

. God of Revelry and Joy; 

If Ariadne _— _ 90 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry Hour employ. 

Come, Silenus, fill y Cup 
Of my choiceſt cordial Draught; 

Fill it, Man, why fill it up; . 
'Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy Thought; 


Fill it higher, to the Brink: 
Come, my lovely Mourner, drink - 
RECITATIVE, 5 


With ſoft ReluQance ſhe at laſt comply. 
And to her Lips the —_ Cup apply d.: 1 
| | * 
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The potent Draught, with more than Magic Art, 

Flew thro? her Veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding Heart: 

In Wine ambroſial all her Cares were drown'd, St b 
And with Succeſs the jovial God was crown'd : 

While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, | c 
Thus entertain'd them with his frolic Song. - $ 


n Air. 
Learn hence, ye fond Maidens, who droop and 


who pine, ; 
Learn hence, ye fond Lovers, the Virtue of Wine: 
'Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more 


fair, 
Take a comforting Glaſs, and *twill drown all 
Deſpair 3 1 : We'll 
And let the fond Youth, who wou'd win the coy Maid, 
Inſtead of his Capid's, ſeek Bacchus's Aid. Ve ne 
Jolly Bacchus neer fails of performing his Part: They 
him gain the Head, and you'll ſoon gain the if the 
Heart. For if 
ene coy. © Hen 
 DunrTTo, in the Oratorio of Joszr n. 


Ser by Mr. Handel. 


7 H A T's ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe, 
Or Breezes from the new-mown Cloſe ? 
What's ſweeter than an April Morn, © 
Or Maydays Silver fragrant Thorn ? 
What than Arabia's ſpicy Grove ? 
Oh! ſweeter far the Breath of Love. 


SONG 


— 
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SONG CLVI. | 
% by Dr. Boyce. Sung by My. Champneſs, in 
HarLEQuUiIN's IxvAsIOx. 
OME, chear up, my Lads, tis to Glory 
we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful Year : 


To Honour we call you, not preſs you like Slaves 3 
For who are ſo free as we Sons of the Waves ? | 


Cruorvus, | 
Heart of Oak are our Ships, Heart of Oak are our 
We always are ready, [Men ; - 


Steady, Boys, ſteady ; | 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer, again and again, 


Ve ne'er ſee our Foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away ; 
f they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore ;_ 
bor if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of Oak, Oe. 8 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible Foes, 
They'll * — our Women, and Children and 

eaus; 2 
bat ſhould their Flat- Bottoms in Darkneſs get oer, 
till Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore, | 


Heart of Oak, Se. 
Nell ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make 


them ſweat, | 
u ſpite of the Devil and Braſeli Gazette : | 
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Then'chear up, my Lads, with oneVoice let us ſing 
Our Soldiers, our Sailors, our Stateſmen and King. 


Heart of Oak, &c. 


SONG CLVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Taz Way TO KEEP Riu. 
The Words by David Garrick, Eſq; 
E fair married Dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a Lover once bleſs'd is a Lover no more; 


Attend to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught, 


The Bloom of your Cheek, and the Glance of 
your Eye, . 

Your Roſes and Lilies, may make the Men ſigh; 

But Roſes and Lilies, and Sighs paſs away, 

And Paſſion will die, as your Beauties decay. 


- 'Uſe the Man that you wed like your fav'rite Guittar ; 
Tho? Muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 
Not handled too roughly, norplay'd on too much ! 


The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand, 

Grow tame by your Kindneſs and come at Com- 

mand: 

Exert with your Huſband the ſame happy Skill; 

For Hearts, like your Birds, may be tam'd to 
pour Will 


— 


Be and -hamonur'd, complying and kind; 
Tan the chief of your Care ay —— Face to 
| your Mind; | 
Tis there that a Wife may her Conqueſts improve, 
And men ſhall rivet the Fetters o am 
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SONG CLVIII. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in The Maid of the Mill. 


AS I ſure a Life to lead, 
Wretched as the vileſt Slave, 
Ev'ry Hardſhip wou'd I brave, 
Rudeſt Toil, ſevereſt Need, 
Ere yield my Hand ſo coolly 
To the Man who never truly 
Could my Heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others Succeſs will inſure you, 
Where your Wit and your Perſon may pleaſe ; 


Take to them your Love, I conjure you, 
And in Mercy ſet me at Eaſe. 


SONG CLX. 


Sung by Mi/s Pope, ix The Muſical Lady. 

| OV E's a ſweet and ſoft Muſician, 
Who derives his Skill from thee; - 

Plays on ev'ry Diſpoſition, 

Strikes the Soul on ev'ry Key. 


Deep Deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively Hope now ſounds Coragio 4 
O! the raviſhing Tranſition! 


I weedle-dum, and Tweedle-dee.. 


SONG CLX. 


A HunTixe Sox, is Apollo and Daphne. 


H E Sun from the Eaſt tips the Mountains 
s with Gold, nds; 
And the Meadows all ſpangled with Dew-drops 


Ho 
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How the Lark's early Matin proclaims the new Day, 
And the —_— chearful Summons rebukes our 
elay 


With the Sports of the Field there's no Pleaſure 


can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


follow, follow, follow, the Hounds in full Cry, 


Let the Drudge of the Town make Riches his Sport, 

And the .* of the State hunt the Smiles of the 
ourt ; | 

No Care nor Ambition our Patience annoy, 

But Innocence ſtill gives it Reſt to our Joy. 

With the Sports of the Field, Cc. 


Mankind are all Hunters in various Degree; 

The Prieſt hunts a Living, the Lawyer a Fee; 

The Doctor a Patient, the Courtier a Place; 

Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with Diſgrace; 
With the Sports of the Field, * > 

The Cit hants-a Plum, the Soldier hunts Fame; 

The Poet a Dinner, the Patriot a Name; 

And the artful Coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe; 

Yet, in ſpite of her Airs, ſhe her Lover purſues, 

With the Sports of the Field, Cc. 


Letthe Bold, and the Buſy, hunt Glory.and Wealth, 
All the Bleflipgs we aſk is the Bleſſing of Health; 
With Hounds. and with Horns, thro' the Wood- 
lands to-roam, | : | 
And when tir'd Abroad find C Home: 


With 


Witl 
Whi 


But 


L 137 J. 
With the Sports of the Field there's no Pleaſure 


can vie, : 
'While jocund we follow the Hounds in full Cry. 


SONG CLXI. 


A PA$sTORAL, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


| Set by Mr. Yates. 
AREWELL, ye green Fields and ſweet 


Groves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond Heart ; 
Where Nightingales warble their Loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without Art: 
No Pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor Mufic can lull me to Reſt ; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her Word, 
And Strepbon can never be bleſt. 


Oft-times by the Side of a Spring, 
Where Roſes and Lilies appear, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
For Strepbon was all ſhe held dear: 
But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my Eyes, 
The Paſſion that glow'd in my Breaſt, 
She then, to m Grief and Surpriſe, 


Cry'd all ſhe had ſaid was a Jeſt. 


Too late, to my Sorrow, I find 
The Beauties alone that will laſt, 

Are thoſe that are fix'd in the Mind, 
Which Envy nor Time cannot blaſt : 


Beware. 
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Beware then, beware bow you truſt 
Coquettes, who to Love make Pretence; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 10 86 
If Nature had bleſt her with Senſe. 


SONG CIXI.. 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


* chearful Virgins, have you ſeen Th 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, No 
To Roſe or Jeſs'mine Bow'r ? 
To Roſe or jeſs'mine Bow'r? No 


Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r ; 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r. 


Her Cheeks are like the Maiden Roſe 

Join'd with the Lily as it grows, | | An 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie; 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie. 


Like Dew-Drops glitt'ring in the Morn, Ne 
When Pbillis guilds the flow'ring Thorn, ; 
Health ſparkles in her Eye; H. 
Health foarkles in ber Eye. 
Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, 
That warbles chearful on the Spray, Bu 
* To hail the vernal Beam; 
To hail the vernal Beam. W 


Her Heart is blither than her Song; 

Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream; W 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 

mY | SONG 


LAG 
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SONG CLXIII. 
The Apvice. 
Ses by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


E Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 
\ With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 
Who hope the mutual Bliſs to 1 
That crowns the nuptial Vow; 
That crowns the nuptial Vow. 
Thro' Caution's Glaſs, - Reaſon lent, 
Ohl! view your Lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly : 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly ; 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe ; 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe. 

Nor truſt the Fop, tho? piteous Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly ; 
His own ſweet Chams too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly ; 

His own, e. 


But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, 
A Youth of Soul refin'd, 

Who doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind; 
Thinks brighter Still your Mind : 

When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, 

Oh! yield your Hand ſincerely, 
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And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly : 
And you'll love him, and he'll love yon, 

o Life's laſt Moment, dearly ; 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly, 


'SONG CLXIV. 
Sung in The CHaPLET, by Mr. Vernon. 


V O U fay, at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair, 
And vow'd that no Angel was ever fo fair; 

How could you believe-all the Nonſenſe 1 ſpoke? 
What know we of Angels ?—I meant it in Joke, 


J next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, | 
And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove; 
Ihavelik'd youa Twelvemonth, a Calendar-Year ; 
And not yetcontented !-Have Conſcience, my Dear. 


SONG CLXV. 
Sung by Mr. Morris, in Love in a Village. 
ET Ones and Great 
Make the moſt of their Fate 
From Pleaſure to Pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a Jot? 


I envy them not, 
While I have my Dog and my Gun. 


For Exerciſe, Air, | 
| To the Fields I repair, | 
With Spirits unclouded and light : : 

The Bliſſes I find, 
| No Stings leave behind, 
But Health and Diverſion unite. 


SONG 


1 


SONG CLXVI. 
Sung in "The Cnarier, by Mr. Vernon a 


Mrs. Scott. 
Damor. | 
NTENTED all ay 4 will fit at your Side, 
Where Poplars far ſtretching ober- arch the 
cool Tide; 


And, while the clear River runs purling along, 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song; 
The Trufh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 


'LavRa. | 
While you are but by me, no Danger I fear; 
Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may 


pleaſe, | | | 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Eaſez 


For my Shepherd, Cc. 


Dawox. | 
Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 
TheWith ofeach Heart, 2 Theme ofeach Lay; 
Ne ' er yield to the Swain till he make you a Wife, 
P r he who loves truly will take you for Life; 
For he who, r. | 


Laux. " 

Ye Youths, who fear nought but the Frowns of 
the Fair, 2 

Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care; 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Afﬀiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſwert Creatures you're born to deſeiſ g 
Nor betray, &c. > M0 
4 | DozrTo, if 


* 
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Dugzrro. 


For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found: 
Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 
To preſerve in their Age, what they gain'd in 


5 Bu 
To preſerve in their Age, what they gain'd in Ty 
their Youth, | F 
1 TI 
| 8 ONG CLXVIL 
1 Sung by Mrs. Scott. Th 
15 Ca, 3 Th 
Y V AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour Do 
„ To reſiſt the tender Dart; | 
5 For Examples move us never; An 
8 We muſt feel, to know the Smart. He 
4 When che Shepherd ſwears he's dying, He 
br * And our *. OP to View; 
= anity, her Aid ſupplying, . 
BE Bids us think 25 all our Due; | WI 
1 Bids us think tis all our Due. BY þ 
1 | | t 
1 Softer than the vernal Breezes I ft 
. Is the mild, deceitful Strain; A | 
2 _ Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes 5 Th 
BE Flatt*ry never ſues in vain: g 
. But,” too ſoon, the happy Lover 
1 Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive: 
1 Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
i. +.» Fooliſh Woman to believe; 
4 --.- Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


e 80 N 


I. 
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SONG CLXvIIL 
Sn by Mr. Howard. The Words by Mr. Garriek. 


NCE more Pil tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 
You greater Bards, the Lyre ſhould hit ; 
For ſay, what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit 

And Bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The Sun firſt rifing in the Morn, | 
That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy - 
And when in Thetis' Lap to reſt, 
He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the Damaſk Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy - 

I ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, | 
And (truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming May 

Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. | 


Was ſhe array' d in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the Oaten Reed, 

o pleaſe my lovely Peggy - 


- 


With 
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With her a Cottage would 4 5 
All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs Night, Y 
All's dark without my Peggy. | 


While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ſtill rove, 
And Linnets warble thro* the Grove, | « 
Or ſtately Swans the Water love, 
So lony ſhall I love Peggy : 
And when Dich. with his pointed Dart, , 
Shall ftrike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when J depart, = 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy! 


SONG CLXIX. 


The SriuNINC-WEEL. E 


NE Summer Eve, as Nanq fair 
Sat ſpirming in the Shade, 

While ſoaring Sky-Larks ſhook the Air 
In warbling o'er her Head ; 

In tender Cooes the Pigeons woo'd ihe, 
(Love's Impulſe all muſt feel ;) 

She ſung, but ſtill her Work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


cc While thus T work with Rock and Reel, 
« So Life by Time js ſpun; 
5 And as runs round my Spinning-Wheel, I 
* The World turns up and down: 
Some rich To- day, 'To-morrow low, le, 
„ While I no C feel, ' 
„ But get my Bread by Sweat of Brow, Pi 
And turn my Spinning- Wheel. * 
85 27 | | > «« From 


0 
k. 
þ 
V 
I 
A 
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«© From me let wary! and Women too 
| «© This home-ſpun Leſſon learn, 
«© Not mind what 2 People do, 
„But eat the Bread they earn: 
« Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
«© But what deſery'd a Meal, 
« Some Ladies then, as well as me, 
„ Muſt turn the Spinning-Wheel.“ 


The rural Toaſt, with ſweeteſt Tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs Strain, 
When o'er the Lawn * Gammer Joan, 
And brought home 0 Swain: 
Come,“ cries the Dame, ** Nance, here's 
« thy Spouſe ; 
« Away throw. Rock * Reel:“ 
Blithe Nancy with the bonny News 
O'erſer her pm FACS 


SONG CLXX, 
Jock and JenNnY.. A Dialogue. 
the. TERN Winter has left us, the Trees are 


in Bloom, 


And Cowſlips and Vplets the Meadows per- 


fume; _ 

While Kids are diſporting, and Birds fill the 
Spray, 

I wait for my Jocley to hail the new May ; : 

I wait for my Fockey to hail the . May. 


i Among rf young Lilies, my vos, Pre 
Pinks, Daifies and Woodbines, I bring tio 
my Maid ; | 
Here's 
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mon Thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and Layen. ſee. 


Ys 
A Poſy Som for the Queen of the May ; 
A Poly to form, Oe. 


She. Ah! Tockey, I fear you intend to beguile: 
When ſeated with Molly laſt Night on a Stile, 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May; 
Forgetting poor Jenny, &c. 


He. Young . is handſome in Shepherd's 


ls, 
'He 1 ou thoſe Ribbands that hang at 
your Breaſt, 


Beſides three ſweet Kiſſes upon the new Hay : 


Was — done like Jenm, my Queen of the 
? 
Was «v4 done like Jenny, Sc. 


She. This Garland of Roſes no longer 1 prize, 
Since 7ockey, falſe-hearted; his Paſſion denies : 
Ye Flowers ſo blooming, this Inſtant decay, 
For Femy's no longer ec Queen of the May; 
For Jenny's no longer, Se. 


W. Believe me, dear Maiden, your Tires you 
wWiron 
Vour Name i is for ever the Theme of my Song: 
From of Day, of pale Eve to the Dawning 
| 1 fing bu 10 2285 m Ja We . 
1 * 


* 


9 = 
"A * 


r 


Both. 


kad k_ 


det b 


F 
It 
Since 


Or g 
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He. Again balmy Comfort with Tranſport I view; 
My Fears are all vaniſh'd, fince Jockey is true: 
Then to our blithe Shepherds the News I'Il 
convey, 

That Jenm alone you've crown'd Queen of 
' the May; 1 
That Jenny, Se. 


He. Of ev'ry Degree, ye young Lovers, draw near; 
Avoid all Suſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
— not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd 

"TE | 
Then come, my dear Jeum, and hail the 
new May; | | 
Then come, my dear Jenny, &c. 


Bosh. Of ev * ye young Lovers draw near; 

Avoid all Suſpicion, whate er may appear; 

Believe not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd 
betray : | | 

Then come, my dear Fockey, and hail the 
new May; © 

Then come, my dear Jerzy, and hail the 
new May. | 


SONG CLXXI. 


ur by Mr. Baildon, and ſung by Mrs. Scott at 
Drury-Lane Theatre. 

F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment ? 

If bitter, oh! tell mewhencecomes my Content? 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, fince I know tis in vain ? 


1 | H 2 Yet 


5 
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Vet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 


* 


Heart. ; 


I graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known: 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake, to diſcover her Love! 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhereveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty ! how ſweet are the Charms! 
How delightful Embraces! how peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love ; 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes mult 
| yield; 6 
For tis Beaury that conquers and keeps the fair 
eld. 


SONG CLXXII. 
Sung in As You LIKE IT, 


74 B blow, thou Winter's Wind 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As Man's Ingratitude : 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 


Freeze, 


The 
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Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As Benefits forgot : 
Tho? thou the Waters warp, /- / / 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſnar rr 
Tho? thou the Waters warp, ** 
Thy ung is not. ſo ſharp, 
As Friends remember'd not, 
As Friends remember'd not. 


SONG CLXXIII. 


HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
18 New gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Morning freſh, the dun in Eaſt 
Ne gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gaily dreſs'd : 
Ariſe, my Love, and play, and play; 
Ariſe, my Love, and play. 


Come forth, my Fair, come forth, bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight ; 
Come forth, Oc. 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
And give them ſweet Delight; 
And give, Se. 


Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 
Thy Preſence, &c. | 


H 3 Thy 
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Thy Strains the liſt'ning Birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 


And tune their Notes to Love; 
And tunt, Ce. 


Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn-Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 

Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn-Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 

Ere other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 

Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be ; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine. 


s ON G CLXXIV. 


Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and 841 L v. 


6 ir” echoing Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad; 

To Horſe, my brave Boys, and away ; 

The Morning is up, and the Cry of the Hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious Delay 8 1 

What Pleaſure we find in purſuing the Fox ! 
O'er Hill, and o'er Valley, he flies: 

Then follow ; we'll ſoon overtake him — Huzza! 
The Traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at Night with the Spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the Bottle — Laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the Fatigues of the Day ! 

With Sport, Love, and Wine, fickle Fortune defy 
Dull Wiſdom all Happinefs ſours : 

Since Life is no more, than a Paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the Way over with Flow'rs. 


SON 


Will but arouſe, arouſe, thy gen'rous Flame, 5 
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s ON CLXXV. 1 
8 the M AL of 4 i | 
* aſt of FRED. 2 4 — | 


HEN Brizain firſt, at Heaven's Cotithand, 


Aroſe from out the azure Main; 
Aroſe, c. 


This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And guardian Angels ſung the Strain; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the SE 
For Britons never will be Slaves. 
4 
The Nation not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their Turns, to Tyrants fall; 


Muſt, in, Se. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
The Dread and Envy of them all. | "(os 


Rule Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke; 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud Blaſt that tears the Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak. | 
Rule, ene &c. 


All cheir Attempts to bend thee down; 


| 
| 
Thee haughty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; WT. | 
All their, Sr. 


And work their Woe, and thy Ane „ 
Rule, Britannia, &Cc. | 


* #»% 
- L * I ce #4 i4 . 
H 4 Ts: 
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To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities all with Commerce ſhine; 
Thy Cities, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The Muſes, ſtill — Freedom ſound, 
Shall to chy happy Coaſt repair; 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair. 
Bleſs'd Iſle! with Beauties, with matchleſs Beau- 
ties crown'd, | 
1 And manly Hearts to guard the Fair, 
* Rule Britannia, Britannia, rule the Waves, 
For Britons never will be Slaves. / 


6.8 DN. 6: CLXXVEL.- 
- » Sung by Mr. Morris, in Love in a Village. 


H E honeſt Heart, whoſe Thoughts are clear 
From Fraud, Diſguife, and Guile, 
Need neither Fortune's Frowning fear, 
Nor court the Harlot's Smile. 


The Greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty Thing ; 

What more than Mirth. would Mortals have > 
The chearful Man's a King! 


8 0 N 8 cLxxviI. 
Sung 1 in The ener. 


HAT Med'cine We ſoften the Boſom's 
keen Smart? nl 


What Lerbe can baniſh the Pain? 


What 


Tr 


Fo 


t 


8 tene 
What Cure can be met with, to ſooth the fond 
Heart | | 
That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain? 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green! 
When”''olin is dancing, Ifay with a Sigh, 
Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


Vhen to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingale's Moan 
In Accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a Groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A Garland of Willow my Temple ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon Grove; 

For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laura betray d, 
And Damon pretended to love. | 


_.$ ON G | CLXXVII | 
Love in Low Lirs. 


Vo NG Jockey he courted fweet Moggy fo 

air; | | 

The Laſs ſhe was lovely, the Swain debonnair : 

They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
their Eyes, | 

And look'd, as all Lovers do, wonderful wile. 


A Fortnight-was ſpent ere dear Maggy came too 
(For Maidens a Decency keep when they woo:) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a Vow 
And Jockey he gave, for his Jointure, his Cow. 


H 5 They 
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| They paunell'd their Dobbins, and rode to the Fal, 
Still kiffing and fondling until they came there: 


They calbd on the Parſon, and by him were wed; 
And Moggy the took her dear Fockey to Bed. 


They ſtaid there a Week, as the Neighbours all 


ſay ; 
And nane were ſo bappy, and gameſome, as they : 


Then Rug they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 
ind; | 


For Feckey rode on, and left Maggy behind. 


Surpriz'd at this Treatment, ſhe cry*d, Gaffer Jock, 

Pray what is the Reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 

Quoth he, Gooſe, come on ! why you now are my 
Bride; 


And when Volk are wed, they ſet fooling afide. 


He took: Home his Mogg y, good Conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the Houſe, while he thatch'd the 


old Barn ; | 


They laid in a Stock for the Cares that enſue, 


And now liveas Man and Wife uſually do. 


SONG CLXXIX. 


"Written by William Whitehead, E/q; Port Laureat. 
| Y ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 


And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleafing Plague ſtole on me: 

*Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel; . 

"Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
_ *Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates 
HFave rather been uncivil, 


Hlave rather been uncivil. 
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"T'is not her Air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman : 2 Fe 
Her Voice, her Touch, might give th' Alarm; 
*Tis both, perhaps, or neither ; 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


S O NG CLXXX. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, ix Love in a Village. 


Sr I LL in Hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn Flame I try, | 
| Swear this Moment to forget her, 
And the next my Oath deny. 
Now prepare with Scorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry Charm in Thought I brave; 
Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And conteſs myſelf her Slave, 


. SONG CLXXXI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Sung by Signora Frafi, in ELIZA. 


M Y fond Shepherds of late were fo bleſt, 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
That each Night they went ſafely to Reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the Day: 
But, ah! what a Scene muſt appear 
Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o' er? 
Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear ? | 
. Shall the Dance on the Green be no more? 
H 6 Mais 
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Muſt the Flocks from their Paſtures be led? 
Muſt the Herds go wild, firaying abroad? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road ? 
M auſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall Commerce grow fick of the Tide? 
Muſt Religion expire on the Ground, | 
And ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side? 


SONG CLXXXII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
MY Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray ; 


The little Wand'rer loſt her Way 
In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day; 


Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis. Prc 
Ah! lead her Home, ye gentle Swains, WI 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, Wi 


And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Philles. 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind ; 
And, if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 
Il give you certain Marks to find 
My Sbillis, &c. | 
Whene'er a charming Form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 
And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe ; 
'Tis Phill;s, &c. 


Not boldly bare, nor half undreſt, 
But under Cover ſlghtly preſt, 


In ſecret plays the little Breaſt 
c Of P hillis, &. 1 


— 
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When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near, 
Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my Dear; 
"Tis Phillis, &c. wal 


The Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, 
Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 
With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
Is Phillis, &c. 
Whoſe Teeth are like an Iv'ry Row, 
Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 
Whoſe Face like - nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &c. | 


But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate ; 

The Gods, who form'd a Piece fo neat, ' 

So juſt, exact, and ſo complete, 
As Phillis, &c. | 

Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow'r, 

Which ſo exemplifies their Pow'r, 

Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous Hour, X 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 


SONG CLXXXIII. 
The Words by Mr. Gay. 


L L in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 

When black-ey'd Sgſan came on board, 

Oh ! where ſhall I my True-love find ? 

Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 

my ſweet William ſails among your Crew > 

Villiam, who high, upon the Yard, 

Rock'd by the Billows to and fro, | 

don as her well-known Voice he heard, © © © 

He figh'd, and caſt his Eyes below z 2 . 
he 


Be 1 


= NE pt | 
The Cords fly ſwiftly thro? his glowing Hands, Tt 


And quick as Light'ning on the Deck he flands, N. 
So the ſweet Lark, high-pois'd in Air, | 

Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, Hi 
If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, Ac 


And drops at once into her Neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſb Fleet 
Might cavy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely Dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear; 
We only part to meet again, 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The Pithfal Compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, 

In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. I 


If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale; 
Thy Skin 1s Ivory fo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view, 1 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Su/ar mourn; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms B 
William ſhall to his Dear return: 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould drop from Su/an's Eye 


The 
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Pry 'q 
[ $597 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his Head: 
Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lily Hand. 


SONG CLXXXIV, | 
Horz: A Paſtoral. Set by Mr. Arne. — 


Y Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees, 
Whoſe Murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My Grottoes are ſhaded with Trees, 
And my Hills are white-over with Sheep; 
I ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 
Such Health do my Fountains beſtow ; 
My Fountains all border'd with Mos, 
Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow; 
Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 


I have found out a Gift for my Fair, 
I have found where the Wood-Pigeons breed 
But let me that Plunder forbear ; | 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous Deed. 
For he ne*er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor Bird of its Young ; 
J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her Tongue; 
Such Tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray? 4. 11 21 
And where are her Grots, and her Bow'rs 2 
Are the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 


And the Shepherds as gentle as ours ? 


Ba 


E 
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The Groves may perhaps be as fair, * 
And the Face of the Valleys as ſine; 4 
The Swains may in Manner: compare, 
But their Love is not equal to mine WI 


But their Love is not equal to mine. 


2 — — = 
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| 5 SONG CLXXXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Stevens, in Love in a Village. 5 
8 INCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further I'll W WI 
ſeek, | I ( 
But go up to the Town in a Waggon next Week : 
A Service in London is no ſuch Diſgrace, WI 
And Regiſter's Office will get me a Place. Ere 


Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a Friend; MW Th 
Folks ſay, in her Silks ſhe's now ſtanding an End: ( 
Then why ſhould not I the fame Maxim purſue, 


And better my Fortune, as other Girls do? In 
| Th 
SONG CLXXXVI. jo 

Lang Sung at the Theatres. G 
| t 
HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Eg- An. 

liſbman's Food, 
It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood; But 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were 

good: | ( 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old Enxoland / | 4 


And O the 0/4 Engliſb Roaſt Beef! 


But fince we have learnt from all conqu' ring France 
. - To eat their Ragouts, as well as to x whey 


We're fed up in nothing—but vain Complaiſance. 
Our 


O the Roaſt Beef, _—_ 
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Our Fathers of oid were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 
And a open Houſe with good Chear all Day 
ong, 


Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this 
Song. 


O the Roal Beef, Cc. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name ? 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten—and tame, 


Who ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in , ame. 
O the Roaſt Beef, Se. ; 


When good Queen Elizabeth fat on the Throne, 

Ere Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Shp- -ſlops were known, 

The World was in Terror, if e'er he did frown. 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the 2 Armada of Spa. 


O the Roaſt Beef, 


O then they had Courage to eat and to fight, *. 
And when Wrongs were a cooking to do — 
Right; ; 
But now we're a Pack of—I could—but uw 
Night. 
O the Roaſt Beef of Oli England! 
And O the Old Eng/i iſh Roaſt Beeſ ! 


SONG 


1 
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SONG CLXXXVIE. 


Song by Mrs. Scott and Mrs. Dorman, in the Panto- 
mime of the Elopement. 


Mrs. ScoTT. 
Co E haſte to the Wedding, ye Friends, 
and ye Neighbours, 
The Lovers their Bliſs can no longer delay ; 
Forget all your Sorrows, your Care, and your 
Labours, 
And let ev'ry Heart beat with Rapture'To-day ; 


Ve Vot'ries all, attend to my Call, 


Come revel in Pleaſures that never can cloy. 


Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, 


Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy. 
Mrs. Dok uAx. 


Let Envy, let Pride, let Hate and Ambition, 


Still croud to, and beat at the Breaſt of the 


Great; | 
To ſuch wretched Paſſions we give no Adil, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of State: 


We boaſt of no Wealth, but Contentmont and 


Health, 
In 3 and in Friendſhip our Moments en- 
P1OY» 


| Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, 


Which Love and Innocence ever ey. 


Mrs. Scor r. 
With Reaſon we taſte of each heart - ſlirring Plez- 
ſure, 
With Reaſon we drink of the full flowing Bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within Meaſure, 
Ter r focal Exceſs will enſlave the . 
my” %. 


ur 


a 


0. 


gl 163 1 
Duetto. Then come at our Bidding to this happy 
Wedding, | 
No Care ſhall intrude here our Bliſs to annoy. 
Chorus, Come, ſee rural Felicity, | 
Which Love and Innotence ever enjoy. 


SONG CLXXXVIIL. - 


A favourite Seng, ſung by Mrs. Pix xo, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


＋ ND ER Virgins; ſhun Deceivers, 
Who with baſe ſeducing Arts, 

When they find you fond Believers, 
Triumph o'er unguarded Hearts. 


If a fickle Swain purſue you, 

O! beware his ſubtle. Wiles ; 
All his Aim is to undo ye, 

Ruin lurks beneath his Smiles. 


Let the Youth, whoſe conſtant Paſſion 
Scorns the Meanneſs of Deceit, 
Warm'd with mutual Inchnation, 
Render all your Joys complete. , 


SONG CLXXXIX, | + 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 
Set by My. Bach. 


T OVELY, yet ungrateful, Swain, 
Strive not to regain my Heart; 

Ev'ry tender Look 1s vain, g 
Since you play a Traitor's Part. 
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| All your Oaths, and all your Sighs, 4 
| a Once I fooliſhly bete, d, c 
q But Paftora's joyful Eyes, * 

And your Bluſhes, undeceiv'd. « 


"Strive not to regain a Heart, 
True to Love, and firm in Pain ; 
Which, tho* Death ſhould teach the Art, 
Can, when ſlighted, ſlight again. 


3 ” 
= 
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SONG CXC. 

The LixxETSs. | 
S bringing Home: the other Day, n ( 
Two Linnets 1 had ta'en, * Th 
The little Warblers ſeem'd to pray Th 
For Liberty again: - Ba #90 co 
Unheedful of their plaintive Notes, N. Vo. 
I ſung acroſs the Mead ; | W. 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing Throat, Wi 
And flutter'd to be fred. g 
| 2 1 ; 
As E throꝰ the tufted Grove, n Th 
eag which my Cottage ſtood. [o: 
I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, O! 


When Chlora's Charms I view'd : 
1 gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her Stay, 
To- hear my tender Tale, 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my Sighs prevail. 


Soon thro* the Wound, which Love had — 
Came Pity to my Breaſt, 
And thus I (as Compaſſion bade) 
+ Th: feather'd Pair addreſs'd : 


-_ Ye 
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ve little Warblers, chear ful be 
«© Remember not ye flew; | loc) ln 6 

« For I who thought myſelf fo free, ; 
Am far more caught than you,” 


8 0 N G CXCI. 0 A dos 
favourite Ballad. : 
Ser by Mr. Bach, 
And ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


> OM E, Colin, pride of yucsl Swains, 1 1 
O come, and bleſs thy native Plaine, bab eig 
The Daiſies ſpring, the Beaches bud, A 
The Songſters warble in the Wood. ; bigM 1 


Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, E. isl 
Vour Smiles will make the Village gay 
When you return, the vernal Breeze 


will wake che Birds, aud fan the Trees. oH 


0 come, and ſee the Violets ſpriig, 3 = = 6 
The Meadows ſmile, the Linnets ing 
Your Eyes our jayleſs Hearts can cheag,.., .... 


* <A 
- 


0 haſte, and make us happy hers. 2 
se LTEF 
8 ON G oxen. "257 
A fevesrite Song. 0 to 1 : 
Set by Mr. bach, e 205 eee 


Aud ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


H! why ſhould Love, with tyrant Sway, ef 7 
N each youthful Heart, 1 Ua pad 


ul & 4 * 


* 
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Muſt all his rigid Laws obey, 
And feel his pointed Dart ? 


On Reaſon's Aid in vain we call, 
To break the galling Chain, 

The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs i in our Pain. 


SON ry CXCII. 
Ser by Count St. Germain. 


H! . ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 

This deſtinꝰd Heart of mine alarms; 

What Kind of Nymph the Heav'ns decree, 

The Maid that's made for Love and me, 

The Maid that's made foe: Love and me: 


- Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, | 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
Who melts to ſee, Se. 

From each ungen*rous Paſſion free; 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for ne, 
Be ſuch the Maid, Oc. | 


Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 

Who feels the Bleſſings, Se. 

Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the Maid, Oc. 


Whoſe imple Thoughts, deyoid of Aa 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 
Are all the Natives, Oe. ; 


4 | | n 
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A gentle Train, from Falſhood free; 


Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the Maid, Oe. 


Avaunt! ye light Coquettes, retire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire; 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 


SONG CXCIV. 


Worldly Happineſs in Spite of Philoſophye 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


: wy curb the Will with vain Pretence, 
Philoſophy her Force employs, 
And tells us, in Deſpite of Senſe, 
That Life affords us no real Joys : 
Such idle Whims my Heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal owe, | V3 
If I prefer my Bliſs to your's, | IY 
Claſp'd in the Arms of her I love, 


Since you have giv'n Deſires to Men, 14 
Deny us not Enjoyment free : 7 1 

Muſt I be happy only then, 11 
When I, A/T 11 ceaſe to be? 0 

Such idle Whims my Heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 

If I prefer my Bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the Arms of her I love. 
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Cantata. Ly DIA from Seruo, Ser by Dr. Arne. 
REciTatiVeE, 3 ts 

ENEAT H mis ſad and filent Gloom 

I waſte in Sighs my. youthful Bloom; 


But not the Shades that baniſh Day, 
Drive Lydie's brighter Form away. 


Her eaſy Shape, her lovely Mien, _ 
Th? attractive Smile of Beauty's Queen, 
Her ſparkling Eyes, her flowing Hair, 

A Wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an Air, FD 
The ſpightful Gods contriv'd for Ruin, 
And deck'd her thus for my Undoiog. 


\ n 4 
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Lovely Maid, all Charms adorning 
Born to give ſupreme Delight, 
Fairer than the roſy Morning, 
Or the Silver Queen of Night, 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me? 
Stay, thou cruel Fair one ! ſtay::⸗- 
Death attends, if thou deceive me- 
Lydia, why fo far away ? 


of 1202 0 A * I. 
REciTATIVE,  accompazied, ” 


I dream, or her unequall'd Charms 
Are folded in my Rival's Arms; 


0 
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See! ſhe claſps the happy Boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Lightning blaſt, Jl 
Tortures rend him, | 
Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing Joy! 


RECITATIVE. 


No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs Wretch whom I deſpiſe. 


AIX. 
Wander, Lydia fo will I, 
And to nobler Conqueſts fly : * +» 


Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, © 
Gay and airy, 
Born to vary, 
Soon the treach'rous Fair ſhall ſee 
I can be falſe as well as ſhe. 


SONG CXCVI, 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were green, 
And Flow'rs were fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete Fifteen, 
And Lovelaugh'd in her Eye; 
Blithe Fockey's Looks her Heart did move 
To ſpeak her Mind thus free, © 
„Gang down the Burn, my gentle Love, 
% And ſoon Pll follow thee.” 


I Now 
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Now Fockey did each Lad ſu 

That dwelt on this Burn slie: 
And Mary was a bonny Laſs, 

Juſt meet to be a Bride: 
Her Cheeks were roſy red and white, 

Her Eyes were azure blue 
Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 

Her Lips like dropping Dew: 


What paſs'd,. I gueſs, was harmleſs ys 
And nothing, ſure, unmeer !-- 
For ganging Home, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a Walk ſo ſweet! 
His Cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, Sweet Love, be true; 
<< And when a Wife, as now a Maid, 
To Death I'll follow you,” 


SONG CXCVI. 
| Conttnr. A PASTORAL BALLAD; 
l Sung by Mr. Hudſon, Set by Mr, Goodwin, Jun. 
1 | E R Mobrlands and Mountains, rude, bar- 


ren, and bare, 

As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 

2 A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſces my Deſpair, 
= / And leads me ofer Lawns to her Home; 
= Yellow Sheaves, from rich Ceres her Cottage had 
= | crown'd, 4 

a 1 | Green Ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the Floor; 
We | Her ge of ſweet Woodbines crept wantonly 
roun 


And deck d the ſod Scats at her Door. 
We 
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We fat ourſelves down to a cooling Repaſt, 
Freſh Fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilſt thrown from my Guard, by ſome Glances 
ſhe caſt, 
Love flily ſtole into my Breaſt. 
I told my ſoft Wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye Virgins, her Voice was ine) | 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond Shepherd, Um thine. 


Her Air was ſo modeſt, her Aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her Charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe Roſes that glow'd on her Cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd Maid in my Arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few Sheep, 
And if on the Banks, by the Stream, 
Reclin'd on her Boſom I fink into Sleep, 
Her Image ftill ſoftens my Dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-rifing Hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral Views: 

Or reſt on the Rock where the Streamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new Themes for my Muſe. 

PLY To Pomp, or proud Titles, ſhe'ne'er did aſpire, 
The Damſel's of humble Deſcent ; 

The Cortager Peace is well-known for her Sire, 
And Shepherds have nam'd her Content. 


SONG CXCVIII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser by Mr. Goodwin. 


H O” bis Paſſion in Silence the Youth 
would conceal, J | 

What his Tongue would not utter his Eyes ſtill 
reveal, 5 ' ; 
We 1 2 : And 2 
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And by foft-ftolen Glances unwillingly prove, 


That they are the Tell-tales of Celadon's Love. 


To the Grove, or the Green, to the Dance, or 
the Fair, . 

Wherever I go, my blithe Shepherd is there ; 

I know the fond Youth by his Bluſh and his Smile, 

And ſurely ſuch Looks were not made to beguile, 


Tho? indiff'rent the Subject, whatever it prove, 

He inſenſibly turns the Diſcourſe upon Love; 

If he talks to another, with Pleafure I ſee, 

Tho? his Words are to her, yet his Looks are to 
me. 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 

He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to 
hear : | | 

Should he mention his Love, tho* my Pride wou'd 
deny, 

My Heart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


* 
1 


SONG CXCIX. 
A fuvoarite Song in the Oratorio of Jubir M. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Mrs. Pinto, 


| AIN is Beauty's gaudy Flow'r, 

| Pageant of an idle Hour; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 

Is the Pride of Human Wit; 

The Shadow of a Shade. 


F. 8 ONO 
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SONG CC. 
Sung in the Maſque of ALPA ZD. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OVE's the Tyrant of the Heart, 
Full of Miſchief, full of Woe ; 


All his Joys are mixt with Smart, 


Thorns beneath his Roſes grow: 
And Serpent-like he ſtings the Breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs'd. 


SONG Cl. 
The Sxx-Larc. 


O, tuneful Bird, that glads the Skies; 
To Daphne's Window ſpeed thy Way, 


And there on quiv'ring Pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal Art diſplay, 


And if ſhe deign thy Notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy Matin Song ; 

Tell her the Sounds that ſooth her Ear, 
To Damon's native Plains belong. 


Tell her in livelier Plumes array'd, 


The Bird from Indian Groves may ſhine ; 


But aſk the lovely, partial Maid, 


What are his Notes, compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs Beau, 


And all his flaunting Race, with Scorn, 


And lend an Ear to Damon's Woe, 


Who ſings her Praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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S8 ONG cen. 


Sung by Signora Fraſi, in the Engliſh Opera of Ex 124. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


TAPPY Day! for ever dear, 

II Brighteſt of the circling Vear; 
Smiles like thine can Freedom charm, 
Glory crown, and Virtue warm, 

Peace comes ſmiling up to thee, 
Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty; 
Plenty too brings up the Band, 
Dancing o'er this happy Land. 


s ON G CCl. 
Cxztra, A Cantata. Fe by Sig. Paſqualli. . 


REciTATIVE, accompanied. 


| Or ! *tis Elixium all In Beauty dreſt, 


To Fancy's Eye my Celia ſtood confeſt: 
Her Glance ſpake Exftacy:—*<**No more,” the cries, 
% No more my Love {hall weep and waſte in Sighs. 
« Be chearful, Tzyr/i5, and again adorn, 
« With lovely Mirth, thy Soul for my Return; 
% And then embrace me.“ — Oh! *rwas Heawn 
to hear! 3 
Starting I wake, but find no Cælia near. 
| Alx. 
Tomy Lips than Nectar ſweeter, 
Whbereſoe'er I turn my Eyes, 
Oply thee I view, dear Creature; 
Ferry other Object dies 
1 E Still 


2 


UA, 
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Still & charming Form is playing, 
Whether {att reclin'd by —— * 6 | 
Or thro” ſhining Clouds I'm ſtrayiug, 70 
When dilolv'd in pleaſing Dreams. 


80 N G..CCIV. 
Sung by Mr. Dibden, i The Maid of the HAR” 


WW HEN you meet a tender Creature, | 
Neat in Limb, and fair in Feature, 


Full of Kindneſs and Good- nature, 

Prove as kind again to the, met "2578 
Happy Mortal! to poſſeſs ber, am un 
In your Boſom warm and preſs her. 


Morning, Noon, and Night, careſs Wes "I 
And be fond as fond can be. 4 —_ 


But if you meet with one that's froward, - - 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 


Should you act the whinmg Coward, 
'Tis to mend her n&er the whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; | 
t her go, and never. mind herr. 8 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


SON G Ccv.” 
The Wards made to a fauburite Scotch. Ar, in the 
dn and SALLY, | 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


Cent in Heart, and own his Flame, 
lithe Joctey to young Jenny came: 
But, tho? Pi He him Pang weel, 


See careleſs turn'd her Spitning-Wheel. ©, 
14 | Her 1 
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Her milk-white Hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her Fingers long and ſmall, 


Unuſual Joy her Heart'did feel, 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender Waiſt 
He claſp'd his Arms, and her embrac'd; 
To kiſs her Hand he down did kneel, 
Bat yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 


With gentle Voice ſhe bid him riſe, 

He bleſs'd her Neck, her Lips, and Eyes; 
Her Fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Vet ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 

His wanton hh we ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from her Rock and Reel, 

And angry tarn'd her Spinning-Wheel, 


At laſt, when, ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meaat her for his Bride; 
*T'was then her Love he did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning- Wheel. 


: $ONG.CCVI. 
© Bing &y 5% Williams, i» Almena, 
8. M.. Barti. 
HE Sweets of Peace ſhall be our own, 
1 Plenty,crown the Plains; 


"Tis Peace adorns the Mona&h's Throne, | 
3 And chears the Cottage of the Swains. 


7. The 
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The riſing Sun ſhall bleſs the Mead, 
And fair the Mountain-olive ſpring ; 
The Vine its richeſt Cluſters ſpread, 
When Glory crowns a patriot King. 


SONG CCVIL 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Almena. , 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 


HEN Beauty on the Lover's Soul 
Imprints its firſt and faireſt Charms, 
It ſoon does Reaſon's Force controul, 
And ev'ry Paſſion quite diſarms. 


'Tis Beauty triumphs ov'er the Brave, 
As ev'ry Feature blooms divine; 

'Tis Beauty makes the King a Slave, 
When in an Angel's Form, like thine. 


SONG CCVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Conus. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


CVEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within thy airy Cell, | 
By ſlow Mzander's Margent green, 
And in the Violet-embroider'd Vale, +0 
Where the Love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad my mourneth well 1 
7 ; 


* 


- 
* 
he 
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Canſt thou not tell me of gentle Pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
O.! if you have . 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, 
Tell me but where, 
- Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere; 
So may 'ſt thou be tranſlated to the Skies, 
And give reſounding Grace to all Heav'n's Har- 


8 0 NG CCIX. 
_ (CanTaa, Ser by My. Stanley. 
ReciTaTivVeye. 


8 Delia, bleſt with ev'ry Grace, 
Invok'd ſoft Muſic's needlefs Aid, of 
Completely conquer'd by her Face, 
Thus gentle Strepbon ſmiling ſaid: 


5 
N 4 A 1 R. 


Where partial Nature may, deny 
The Pow'r of Beauty's melting Glance, 
Let tedious Labour toil and 
Too ſwell the Song, or form the Dance; 
But let your Charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the Mutic of your Eyes. 


* 
| RE Aren 


Damon, who chanc'd to overhear, 
Thus ſpoke, as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters j do not truſt the Swain, 

But liſten to my honeſt Strain. 
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Wonders are told of Beauty” D "Pow! 10 nad 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful l. 7 3 47 
Your Voice and Perſon, ev'ry Hour, \ 
| By Dozens ſteal our Hearts away: 
3 Then how trifling is the Prize, 
Since Fops. haye Ears, and Fools Nn 


Ah! lovely Nym „indeed to bleſos, 
Select the wo iet Swain . &: 45 
Who, prizing Sound, and Colour leſs,” dz o 
Admires yoo for: your Senſe done; a ns 
Then leave all little Arts behind, fl 
And ſtudy to improve the Mind. di 


>, 
2 


S ONO CCX- 
; CAN TATA. By: Mr. Stanley, WY 
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W. H IL E others barter Eaſe for State, * 
And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me (with roſy Chaplets* aww, (I RISE 
Stretch'd on the Flow r-enamelPd'\ 1 ens 
he Grape's nectareous Juices quaff, 
Alternate fing, and love and laugh. W ode 
Already ſee t © purple juice 4a] 
Reſplendent,o'er,my Cheek diuſe 


18 


A — .Youth — „the Bowl 
With warm 2 Deſires i ames my, e l 


hx 


* SID, 


Re ciruartys,” 


Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 
The Joys which Wine 25 Beauty give; 


. 
IX. 
1 - 


Ne 


Soon muſt I quit my wonted Mirth, 
And mingle with my Parent Earth, 
Where Kinks, diveſted of their State, 
With Slaves ſuſtain a common Fate. 


* 


Let then the preſent Hour be mine, | 
Bleſt in the Joys of Love and Wine: | N 


Come, ye Virgin Throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly Dance: 
To the Lyre's, enchanting Sound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome Round; 


While the genial Bowl inſpires | - | A 


Soft Delight and gay Deſires. - . T. 


N S0 N 'CCXI. 

5 De Cour ARtsOoN. Ser by Dr. Arne. 
P ARTING to Death we will compare; 
For ſure to thoſe who love ſincere, | 


©" Sodreadful is the Pan, | 
Such 8 Horrors, rend the Mind: 


Bat, Oh when adverſe Fate grows kind, 
* © How ſweet to meet again! 8 
To thoſe try'd Hearts, and thoſe alone, 
Who have the Pengs of Abſence known, 
we The bliſsful Change is giv'n ; | 
And who—Oh! who, wou'd not endure © Be 
The Pangs of Death, if they were ſure Th 
© To reap the Joys of Heav'n ? 19 
* ni I 779 Le 
Wie ng * 4 An 
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SONG CCXIIL 
. Set by Me. Stanley. 
R RECITATI VI. 


M ARC Us the young, the noble, and the brave, 
To Camps inur'd and Deeds of Arms, 
Struck with the Force of Beauty's Charms, 
Now falls the fair Lucinda's Slave. 
No more he ſeeks the hoſtile Plain, 
But to the ſolitary Grove * 
(The ſoft Retreat of Peace and Love) 
In gentle Murmurs breathes bis Pain 
And thus, with ſuppliant Voice and broken sich, 
The Hero ſu'd the Beauty of the Skies. 


Ars. 


Teach a young unſkilful Lover 
Thoſe ſoft Arts that charm the Fair; ; 
Teach me, Venus, how to move her, 


How my raging Pain declare, 


REecliTATIVE. 


The Goddeſs liſten'd to his Pray'r, 
She ſaw him languiſh and deſpair; ; 
Then downward thro* the lucid Skies, 
She bade her Iv'ry Chariot roll, 
And, whilſt 2 Pity fill'd her Eyes, 
Thus ſooth'd the Anguiſh of his Soul, 


Alx. 


Be e be airy, and conſtantly bail E 
The Force of her Wit, and the Charms of her Face; 
Commend ev'ry Feature, each Beauty diſplay, 
With Pleaſure ſhe'II liften to all you can * 

Let her Humour and Taſte be the Road you Tang; 
And the Love of herſelf will inſure her - IN 
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8 ON G CCXIII. 
The MaRRIED Man. 
5 Set and ſung Ey Mr. Hudſon, 


e and hojpys with Wonder hex 
this, * 
Ye Rovers and Rakes of the Age, 
Who laugh at the Mention of Conjugal Bliſs, 
And who only looſe Pleaſures engage: 
You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in tbe 
Wrong. | , 
When you merrily Marriage deride; - 
For to Marriage the permanent Pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The Joys which from lawleſs Connections ariſe, 
Are fupitive—never ſincere ; _ 

Oft ſtolen with Haſte, or ſnatch'd by Surprize, 

| Interrupted by Doubts, and by Fear: 

But thoſe which in legal Attachments we find, 

When the Heart is with Innocence pure, 

Is from ey'ry imbitt'ring Reflection refin'd, 
And to Lite's lateſt Hour will endure. 


The Love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that 
Name, e garter ae Bg 

True Love is with Sentiment join'd ; 

But yours is a Paſſion, a'fev'riſh Flame, 

Rais'd without the Conſent of the Mind. 

When, dreading Confinement, ye Miſtreſles hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy dd. 

Ve are led, and miſled; by a flatt'ring falſe Fire, 
And are oft by that Fire deſtroy c. 


If 


— 
— 


— 
— 
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hear 


that 
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If you aſk me from whence my Felicity flows, 
My Anſwer is ſhort—** From a Wife, | 
« Who for Chearfulneſs, Senſe, and Good-nature 
4 choſe, 
« Which are Beauties that charm us. for Life,” 
To make Home the Seat of perpetual Delight, 
Ev*ry Hour each ſtudĩes to ferze ; 
And 5 find ourſelves happy from Og to 
Night, 
By our matual Endeavours to pleaſe. 


SONG CCXIV. 
* by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Maid of the Min, 


IT H the Man that I love, was I deſtin'd 
to dwell 

On a Mountain, a Moor, in a Cot, in a Cell; 

Retreats the moſt barren, moſt defert, would be 

More pleafing than Courts or a Palace to me. 

Let the Vain and the Venal, in Wedlock aſpire 

To what Folly eſteems, and the Vulgar admire ; 

I yield them the Bliſs, where their Wiſhes / are 
, plac. 

laſenkible Creatures ! tis all they can ale. 
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SONG ccxv. 
det by Mr. Worgan. 
HAT I might not be plagu'd with 
Nonſenſe of Men, n * 0 


I promis'd my Mother again and again 

To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever I go, 

And to = = my __ Feen dre 2 
0. © 

my 1 really 


o 
* 
A k * q * 1 
v4 Cn N 


7 
| 
| 
1 
i 7 


He aſk'd, If my Heart to another was gone? 


This Morning an End to his OY he made; 
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I really believe I have frighten'd a Score: 

They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more; 

And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 

Were — ſame Thing to do, I again ſhould ſay 
No. | 


For a Fr TK I like, with more Courage and 
rt, 

Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; 

Such Queſtions he puts, ſince lanſwer'd him ſo, 

That __ . me mean Ves, tho” my Words are 
ill No. 


He aſk d, Did I hate him, or think him too plain? 

(Let me die if he is not a clever young Swain) 

If he ventur'd a Kiſs, if I from him would go? 

Then he preſs'd my young Lips, while I bluſh'd, 
and ſaid No. 


If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on ! 
If I meant my Life long to anſwer him ſo? 
I faulter'd, and agb. and reply'd to him, No. 


Will Phillis live longer a Virgin? he ſaid : 
If I preſs you to Church, will you ſcruple to go! 
In a hearty good Humour I anſwer'd, No, no. 


SONG CCXVI. 
The EncLisH PADLOCK. A; 


New ſet by Dr. Arne, 
ISS Danea, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung). 


Coald not be kept from Jowe's Embrace Ye 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs ; 
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Tell us, myſterious Huſband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why fo jealous ? 
Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy Wife leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 

That all this World of Pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
s Powder, Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau. 


Be to her Virtues ever kind, 
are ge to her Faults a little blind, 
Let all her Ways be unconfin'd, 
in! And clap your Paaloct —on her Mind. 


so ccxvn. 
The CauTion. Set by Dr. Arne. 


on! PAILIEEL Charms poor Damon took 
How eager he for billing ! 
Jo. When, lo! the Nymph the Swain forſook, | 
LY To ſhew her Power of killing: 
ae In either Eye ſhe ſheath'd a Dart; 
. He felt it, never doubt him: 
g Odzooks ! a Man were thro! the Heart, 
; Ere he could look about him. 


But mark the End, —with Scythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the Forehead ſtruck her; 
And all her Charms began to warp— 
Then ſhe was in a Pucker : 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her Time ſhe paſs'd no better ; 
Yet ſtill had Hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely Swain might get her. 
= [ Philira, 
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Philira, ev'ry Lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous Trial; 
But each with Scorn her Warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold Denial. 
Coquettes, take Warning; change your Tune; 
This woeful Caſe remember: 
The Bedfello you flight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


— 


cod RE”. 


SONG CCXVIII. 
The Werds and Muſic by Dr. Arne. 
A faweurite Song, ſans by Mrs, Pinto. 


YMPHS and Shepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the Sweets of May; 

Trip .1t o'er the flow'ry Lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding Fawns : 

Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 

Nymphs and Shepherds, come away. 


wy ( 
SONG CCXIX. ; 
Set by Dr. Arne. In TaomMas and SALLY. 
5 HE N late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 
From Nymph to Nymph, I ſtrove in vain 
_ Myavild Deſires to rally: 

But now they're of themielves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sab. £3214] 


Vet ſhe, unkind one! damps my Joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can Love with Ruin 4ally.? 


& © SS. 4 
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By thoſe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 
[ would all Deaths, all Torments bear, 


Rather than injure Sally. 


come then, oh come! thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and Roſes are, 


Or Lilies of the Valley; 


O follow Love, and quit your Fear, | 
He'lt guide you to theſe Arms, my Dear, 


And make me bleſt in Sally, 


$ ON G CCXX, 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


T Told my Nymph, I told her true, 
My Fields were ſmall, my Flocks were few; 
While fault'ring Accents ſpoke my Fear, 

That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of Crops deſtroy'd by vernal Cold, 

And vagrant Sheep that left my Fold, 

Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And was not Flavia then ſincere? : 


How, chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind, 
'The Friends I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous Tear; 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my Love to bleſs, - 

My Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear: 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere, 


r r 


; 
$ 
. 
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L OUNG Molly, who lives at the Foot of tif 
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Go ſhear your Flocks, ye jovial Swains ; O! 

Go reap the Plenty of your Plains: T. 

Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

I know my Flavia's Love ſincere. [Or 
In 


SONG CCXXI, 


Sung ” Mr. Dyer, and Mri. Mattocks, in Lovt 
in a VILLAGE, 


Mr. Dyer. 


ET Rakes and Libertines, . 
To ſenſual Pleaſures, range; 
Here all the Sex's Charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 


+ Mrs. Mattocks. 


Let vain in Coquettes and Prudes conceal 
What moſt their Hearts defire :- 
With Pride my Paſſion I reveal; 


Oh, may it ne'er expire 


Duro. 


The Sun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its Light, 
The Stars their Orbits leave, 

And fair Creation ſink in Night, 
When I my Dear deceive. 


SONG CCXXIL. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, and ſung at Ranelagh. 


Fill, 
2 whoſe Fame ev ry Virgin with Envy does 1 ow 


7 
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Of Beauty is bleſs'd with ſo 77 4 a Share, 


That Men call her the Laſs with the delicate Air. 


One Ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the 
Grove, | 
fn thoughtleſs Retirement, not dreaming of Love, 


chance to eſpy the gay Nymph, I declare; 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate Air. 


By a murmuring Brook, by a green m_y Bed, 
\ Chaplet compoſing, the Fair-one was laid : 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, 


ith Raptures, to gaze on her delicate Air, 


hat Moment young Cupid ſelected a Dart, 

and pierc'd, without Pity, my innocent Heart: 

and from thence, how to win the dear Maid was 
my Care: ; 

For a Captive 1 fell to her delicate Air. 


Vhen ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I 


was rude, 


ind begg'd of all Things that I would not intrude: 
anſwer'd, 1 could not tell how I came there, 
But laid all the Blame on her delicate Air: 


aid her Heart was the Prize which I ſought to 
obtain, | 


ind hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond Pain, 
he neither rejected, nor granted my Pray'r, 
at fir'd all my Soul with her delicate Air. 


thouſand Times ſince, I've repeated my Suit; 
zut ſtill the Tormentor affeRs to be mute: 


F thhen tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer'd the 
air, | 
es fillflow to win the dear Laſs with the delicate Air. 
0 . SONG 
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. 8 O N G CCXXIII, 
alas Dr. Arne. In W and SaLL v. 


1 


fer who would wiſh to fucceed with z 

aſs, 

Learn how the Affair's to be done; 

For, if you ftand fooling, and ſhy, like an Aſs, 
 Yow'll loſe her, as ſure as a Gun. F 


With Whining, and Sighing, and Vows, and all 
that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; | 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and pive you a Pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a Gun, 


To worſhip, and call her bright Goddeſs, is fine! 

But, mark you the Conſequence, mum; 
3 Baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
Acorn you, as ſureasa Gun. 


Then be with a Maiden bold, frolic, and tout, 
And no. Opportunity ſhun : 
She'II tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry 
out ; 
But mum — ſhe's as ſure as a Gun. 


— 


SONG CCXXIV, 
Sung in the Falk Quaxzs of DzaL, 


O little do the Landmen know 

Of what we Sailors feel, * 
When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow b 
Sar we have Hearts of Steel. Nell t 
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o Dan ger can affright us; 

No Enemy ſhall fiout ; 

Ve'll make the Monfieurs right us: 
So toſs the Can about. 


dick ſtout to orders, Meſſmates; 

We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 

Then, Frante, have at your Firſt-Rates7; 
For Britons never ſhrink : 

e rummage all we fancy; 

We'll bring them in by Scores; 

and Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 

Shall roll in Louis-d*Ors. 


Vhile here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore, | 
Ve'll ſpend our Wages freely, Boys, 
'And then to Sea for more. 
n Peace we'll drink and fi $3 
In War we'll never fly: 57 en | 
lere's a Health to George our King, Boys, 
And the Royal Family, : | 


SONG CCXXV. = 
Set by Mr. Worgans Sung at Vauxhall. 


S on Tay's Banks I wander'd in ſearch of my 
Fair, a | 
ow ſmooth was the Stream! and how ſoft was 
the Air! 
Lo nothing but thee ſuch a Scene I compare; | 
And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny, _ © 


1 | ; 

4 he deep cryſtal Wave was a Type of thy Face; 

Na thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy Glaſs, 
N 1 And 
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And the Curls that were there for thy Dimp| 
might paſs : 
I vow'd *twas the Picture of Jenny. 
Methought I took in all the Charms of thy Min 
To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity inclin'd, 


The tender ſoft Paſſions that feel no rude Wind: 
For calm is the Boſom of Jenny. 


All pleas'd with the Proſpect, I wiſh'd the brigh 


Maid 
Cou'd have ſeen her dear Self in this Mirror diff; 
play'd ; * 


*Twas like her when laſt the ſweet Girl I ſurvey't 
Like none it could be but my Jerzy. 


But ſudden a Tempeſt I ne'er ſaw before 
Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam a 
roar, 


I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore : 
Ah, me! even then it was Jenny. 


The ſame dreadful Sight, when to Spleen you 
inclin'd, 

When to me you are croſs, and to others are kin 

But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in your Min 

»Twill kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 


SONG CCXXVI. 
The In cuxious. Set by Dr. Arne. vr 


IVE me but a Wife; I expect not to fi 

MIO and Grace in one Female cc 
in? 2 5 

No Goddeſs for me; tis a Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than vi 


N 


Tr. i 

te ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mold: 
Or ſhe claims my Reſpect, like a Mother, if old: 
hus either can pleaſe me, ſince Woman I prize, 
and he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 
ike Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye; 
f blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy : 
Thus either is lovely; for Woman I prize, 
and he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


rigigf rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; 
We poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove: 

r Ur hus either contents me; for Woman I prize, 

\nd he that ſeeks more 1s more curious wiſe. 


ne er ſhall want Converſe, if Tongue 2 : 
and if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no leſs : 

'm ſuited to either; for Woman I prize, 

ad he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


hen ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to diſcant ; ' 
i you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no 
Want : | 
youWWach Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
ind he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


pl 


line 


d: 
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S ON G CCXXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Morris, in Love in a Village. 


ENCE with Care, Complaint, and Frowaig ; 
Welcome Jollity and Joy 

ry Grief in Pleaſure drowning, 

Mirth this happy Night employ. 

et's to Friendſhip do our Duty, 

Laugh and ſing ſome good old Strain; 

rink a Health to Love and Beauty, 

May they long in od Jag reign ! 


SONG 
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The Landſmen, mayhap, in the Way of Diſcour{ 


EFF - 
SONG kk l. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In THomas and SALLY, 
ROM plowing the Ocean, and threſhing 


Mounſeer, 

In Old England we're land once more; 
Your Hands, my brave Comrades, halloo, Boys, 

| what Cheer 

For a Sailor that's juſt come aſhore ? 
Thoſe heftoring Blades thought to ſcare us, 10 

doubt, 
And to cut us, and flaſh us— Mor bleu! 

But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out; 
Me have lic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


- 7 x FX * 


Then 9 — my Hearts, your own Conſequenc: 
know, 6 | 
Von Invaders ſhall ſoon do you Right; 
The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the Cock crouſ v 
But ſhould never be put in a Fright. W 
You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical Jars, W 
Your damn'd Party and idle Conteſt ; 
And let all your Strife be, like us honeſt Tars, Ipo 
Wao ſhall fight for his Country beſt. 


, | | By 
A ſeafaring Spark if the Maids can effect, Bu 
Bid the fimpering Gypſies look tot; By 


Sound Bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry ReſpeR, 
And our Pockets well laden to boot. 


Have more Art to perſuade, and the like; 
But *ware thoſe falſe Colours—for better for-work 
Is the Bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


4 5 4 > « «> No 
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Now long live the King ! may he proſperous reign, 


Of no Power, no Faction, afraid; 

May Britain's proud Flag ftill exul: o'er the Main, 
At all Points of the Compaſs diſplay'd ! 

No Quickſands endanger, no Storms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 

No ignorant Pilots &er fit at her Helm, 

Or her Anchor of Liberty fail ! 


SONG CCXXIX. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 
And ſung in the WIxTER's TALE. 
OME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 


we muſt ſhear ; 

Min your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of Folks are the Guileleſs and Free; 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; 

We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our Hearts you may read in 
our Eyes, 

rs, For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; 

But we all the Children of Nature are bred: , 

By her Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 

For the Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in 
the Breaſt. * 


The Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 
Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open your Door: 
They ſmile with the Simple, and feed with the Poor. 
. K 2 When 
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When Love has poſleſs'd' us, that Love we reveal) 

Like _ en that we feed. are the Paſſions ve 
; [ 


So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. 


| SONG CCXXX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and SALLY, 


USPICIOUS Spirits, guard my Love, 
In Time of Danger near him bide ; 

With out-ſpread Wings around him move, 
And 'turn each random Ball afide. 


And you, his Foes, though Hearts of Steel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord ; 

A ſympathetic Paſſion feel, | 
Behold his Face, and drop the Sword. 


Ye Winds, your bluſt'ring Fury leave; 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden ſweep, 

Breath ſaft in Sighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth Boſom of the Deep, 


Till Halcyon Peace return once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile Harms, 
My Sailor views his native Shore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond Arms. 


SONG CCXXXI. 
TI7 HEN once I with Phillida ſtray d, 
Where Rivers run murmuring by, 


I heard the ſoft Vows that ſhe made; 


What Swain was ſo happy a 1? 
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My Breaſt was a 72 to Care, 
al For my Wealth er Kiſſes I told; 


weh thought myſelf richer, by far, ; 
Than he that had Mountains of Gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 
Her Vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The Kiſſes, I once thought my own, 
Are beſtow'd on a happier Swain: 
y, But ceaſe, gentle Shepherd, to deem 
Her Vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
hey're as falſe as a Midſummer Dream, 
As fickle as Midſummer Dew. 


O Phillis, fo fickle and fair, 

Why did you my Love then approve ? 

ad you frown'd on my Suit, thro' Deſpair, 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: | 
You ſmil'd, and your Smiles were ſo ſweet, . 
You ſpoke, and your Words were ſo kind, 
could not ſuſpect the Deceit, 

But gave my looſe Sails to the Wind. 


hen Tempeſts the Ocean deform, 

And Billows ſo mountainous roar, - - 

The Pilot, ſecur'd from the Storm, 

Ne'er ventures his Bark from the Shore 
is ſoon as ſoft Breezes ariſe, | 
And ſmiles the falſe Face of the Sea, 

is Art he too credulous tries, 

And failing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


e, 
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8s ON G CCXXXIL. 
_ Tang by Mr. Lowe, and Mrs. ON 


N OW the happy Knot is t 
Bech is my charming Bride 
Ring the Bells, ant fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without Controul. 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet / 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Coliner / 

Who ſo fair as lovely Ber! 

Who fo bleſs'd © Cline" N 


Now adieu to Maiden Arts, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Ber, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho? ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn, 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
Tho? T've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, : 
Are the Charms of lovely Ber. 


Tho' on Sundays J was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day Queen ; 
Tho? ſix Sweethearts daily firove 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love ; 
Them TI quit without Regret, 
All my Joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the Ruſtic Lay, 
f * with Sports 0 our Bridal Day ; 5 
1 


You 


Ma 
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May each Lad a Miſtreſs ſind, 
Like my Beth, fair and kind,” 
And. each Lais a Huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl,. 
Revel all without Controul : 

May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colrnet.. 


S ON G CCXXXII.. =» 
Sung in The Maid of the Mill. 


ARK! *tis I, your own true Lover; 
After walking three long Miles, 
One kind Look, at leaſt, diſcover, | 
Come and ſpeak a Word to Giles. 
You alone my Heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning Vixen! 
I can ſee your roguiſh Smiles. 


Addſlids! my Mind is fo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt ;- 
Only ſay the Thing's a Bargain, 
Here, an you like it,. 
Ready to ftrike it, 
There's at once an End of arguing.:- 

Lam her's, ſhe is mine; ' 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


SES 8 ON 


A wp 4 

vt a ; » ? . ; 
Y I love, I love, be ſtrives to ſays. | 

[ L „ Ci 6 k mon 


[ 200 3 


SONG CCXXXIV. 
In Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


N OR on Beds of fading Flow'rs, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride, 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bow'rs, 
Will true Pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthron'd fits the immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height muft patient climb ; 
| The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain. 


SONG CCXXXV, 
Set by Dr. Arne. Words from the Italian, 


YLVIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 
Ev'ry Minute to improve : ( 
Round ther wilt then never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys. a ] 


Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 


X Iafant's Prate, and Mother's Joys? L 
Only view that little Dove, 
= Softly cooing to his Mate; . "WT 
As a farther Proof of Love, 
See Het for his Kiſſes wait t | 
Hark ! that charming Nightinpale, S 
As he flies from Spray to Spray; 
_  Sweetly tunes an am'rous Tale, Jo 


Sweetly tunes, &c, 


Coulc 
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Could I to thy Soul reveal a 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth Part 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
In a mutual Change of Heart; 
hen, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fears, from hence remove, 
all the Time is thrown 2 
Al the Time is thrown awa 
That we do not ſpend in 


SONG CCXXXVI. | 
Set by Mr. Weldon. For four Voices. 


E T Ambition fire thy Mind ; 
Thou wert born o'er Man to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd : 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns P11 throw bank th Feat; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread; 
Joys incircling Joys ſhall meet, 
Which Way eer thy Fancy's led. 


Let not Toils of Empire fright ;. 


Toils of Empire Pleaſures are : = : . 


Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care, 


Shepherd, if thow'lt yield the Prize, 
Far the Bleflings I . 

Joyful PH aſcend 1 * Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


Dou  - 2 E „, SONG 


% 
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SONG © COXXXVIL. 


Corurtx's Courtainnt, 


E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure, 


| You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
Vou tob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 

And ied up an Old Age of Pain; 
"Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 

On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very il}-grounded, 

When once you its Dictates obey. 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 
| Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sunſhine of Love: 
And though the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's dropfical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd ; 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder : 
3 they totter about, 
r fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when old Darty's Pot's out, 
His Jean will fot ſmoak a Whiff more. 


No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 

Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 

Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 

»Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Love did beſto y; 

The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 


© The beſt of all Bleogs below, bo 
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ure, 


Tho 
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Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 


Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 


For when Vouth and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ;- 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decripid Old Age cannot freeze. - 


AY 
" # 4 


SONG CCXXXVIIL. 
To DeL1a. Set by Dr. Arne. 


80 FT Ping Pains, unknown before, - £ 


My beating Boſom feels, 
When 1 behold the bliſsful BoW'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That Way I daily drive my Flock; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 
There look, and wiſh ; and while I look 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale; 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


dometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement Skies, 

And there my true Devotion pay 
To Delia's ſleep-ſeaPd eyes : 

So pious Pilgrims. nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint; 
Of ſame, c. 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair: 
And all my Bliſs contain, 

Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe Bleſſings Game... 
bas which I figh in 2 | 


Zut- 
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But let me not at Fate repine, 
And thus my Grief impart; 
She's not your Tenant ;—he is mine; 


Her Manfion is my Heart ; 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 


SON G ccxxxix. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in The Fairy Tale. 


V O U ſpotted Snakes with double Tongue, 
Thorny Hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and Bind. orms, do no Wrong, [ 
Come not near the Fairy Queen. 
Philemel, with Melody, ? 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby. 
Neither nor Spell, nor Cham, 
Come the Fairy s Piltow nigh 
So good Night with Lallaby. 1 


Weaving Spiders, come not here; 

Hence, ye Lon g-legg'd Spinners, hence; 
Beetles black, * 8 near; 

Worm nor Sn do no Offence, 


Philomel, with Melody, | C 
Sing in your ſweet, 2 * 8 
/ { 
SONG CCXIL. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


yo UN G Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
The Eyes & Love cou'd ſee ; Ol 
And but one Fault the Charmer had, 
Twas Cruelty to me; | Be 
Twas Cruelty to me. 
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No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was younger; 
Yet, when her Pity I implor'd, 
'Twas, Stay a little longer; 
"Twas, Cc. 


It chanc'd I met the blooming Fair, 

One May Morn, in the Grove; 

When Cupid hs 2 in my Ear, 
Now! now's the Time for Love ; 
Now, Se | 


[ claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 
What ! did I mean to wrong her ! 
Not ſo, my gentle Dear, I cry'd; 
But Love will ftay no longer; 
But Love, &c. 


Then, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 
How much I lov'd, how well ; 
And that my Heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell ; 
With her, &c. | 
Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the Eye 
Of all my Care's Prolonger : 
Yet Daphne ntter'd with a Sod, 


Oh ! ſtay a little longer; 
Oh! ſtay, Ee. 


The Conflict in her Soul I faw 
'Twixt Virtue and Defire : 

Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's Law 
Give SanCtion to Love's Fire; 
Give Sanction, &c, 


Ye 
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Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joy Or 

Cou'd Rapture well prove ſtronger ? 80 

When Virtue ſpoke in Daphne's Voice. S0 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer; 

You now—ſhall ftay no longer. | 8 

It 

SONG CCXLI. Co 

Co 


| Get by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, 
9 I'S a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps, the 


are twain, 
Since Thyr/s neglected the Ae of the Plair 
And would tempt-me to walk gay Meadow 
alon 
To hear a oh Tale, or to ſing bin a Song 3 3. 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. Y 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to 2 
Flame ; . 

In my Heart it was Love, in the Youth 'twas the 
lame ; 

From each other our Paſſion we fought not to hide; 

But who ſhou'd love moſt was our Conteſt and Pride; 

Rut who,. &c. 


But Prudence ſoon wiſperd us, Love not too 
well, 

« For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 

% And a Flame, without Fortune” s rich Gifts on 

1 Side, 

The grave one's will * and a Mother orgs 
= chide; 4 . 

The grave, c.“ 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 


And we promis'd to think of each other no Ines, 


. 
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Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind: 
So 1 put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind; 
So I put, SS. 


But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid : 
If we ſigh for each other, ah ! quit not your Care ; 
Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the ſond Pair; 
Condema the God Cupid; but bleſs the fond Pair. 


A «© Aa 
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SONG CCXLIL N 
favourite Duetto, in the Serenata of SOLOMON» 


Set by Dr, Boyce, 


OGETHER let us range the Fields 
Impearled with the Morning Dew, 

Or view the Fruit the Vineyard yields, 
Or the Apple's cluſ'ring Bough ; 

There, in locaton Shades, 
Impervious to the Noon-tide Ray, 

By tinkling Rills, on roſy Beds, 


1 We'll love the ſultry Hours away. 0 

1 SONG CCXLIT. _ 

„% A.. Thompſon, in The Maid of the Mill. 

on H! what a Simpleton was J. 
To make my Bed at ſuch a Rate! 


1 4 + 2 1 — 4 IQ. , PRs — 1 0 by . N 
1 F WO Ft be + Ents yi; TO a0 0 err es tb" LE NOSE Y, 
N TY... ata . 


at Now lay thee down, vain Fool, and cry, 
+ Thy true Love ſeeks another Mate. 


No Tears, alack ! | 

Will call him back, 1 
e, No tender Words hig Heart allure; 
Or 2 


\% 


* = 4 ay * % 
—— ͤ—U—-éꝛ 
r 
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I could 


— 
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I could bite 
My Tongue thro? Spite 
Some Plague bewitch me, that's for ſuro. 
SONG CCXLIV, 
Sunp in the Jovial Crew. 
Made Love to Kare, 
Long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, 
She'd a Mind for me: 
I met her on the Green, 
In her beſt Array; 
he ſtole my Heart away. 
| Oh! then we Kkiſs'd and preſs'd ; were we much 
z to blame ? 
1 e you'd have done the 
ame. 
As I fonder grew, 
She began to prate, 
ſhe—PH marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate: 
But then I laugh'd, and ſwore, 
I lord her more than ſo; © 
'Ty'd each to a Rope's End 
Ils tugging to and fro. * 
Again we kiſs d and preſs'd ; were we much to 
blame? | | 
Had * in my Place, you'd have done the 


— F 


cy 


—_— 3 a 


Then ſhe figh'd, and ſaid, 7 xe 
She was wond'rous fick, 


Dicky Katy led, 
Loy ſhe led Diet 
9 5 2 | F 


Long 


ch 


to 
the 


ng 


or there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
ad you been in my Place, you'd have done the 
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Long we toy'd and play 'd 
nder yonder Oak, 
Katy loſt the Game, 
Tho? the play'd in Joke; 


ſame. 


s oN CCXLV.. 
 JeaLovsr,” Set Dr. Arne. 


] EA LOUSY, begone, and leave me! 
From my Boſom, ah! remove : 

While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me; 
Hence, thou Foe to ſacred Love 

Whilſt by thee the Heart's directed, 
All Things double Faces wear; 

Chloe, in thy Glaſs reflected, 
Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair, 


Harmleſs Looks and flight Expreſſions, 
Where Love's Eye no Meaning reads, 
To ſame Rival are Confeſſions 
Of a Heart that for him bleeds. 
Cruel Spy! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantic Mind, 
Hence! nor blaſt the Bliſs of Lovers ; 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


SONG CCXLVL 


Live Strangers to Sorrow and Fear, 


e 


tv, or the FicxLB Fain. Set by Dr. Arne. 
E Shepherds, who, bleſt in your Loves, 


— 
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O! pity a Brother that proves 


The Heart-breaking Pangs of Deſpair: Ang 
What boots it my Heifers and Ewes Wit 
All thriving and pregnant I find ? 
Poor Bleſſings, poor Comforts are theſe, And 


Since Peggy is falſe and unkind ! 


Bear witneſs, each Fountain and Vale, 
Bear witneſs, each Garden and Groves, 
How oft? ſhe has heard my fond Tale, 
And ſmil'd 6n the Suit of my Love. V 
But, oh! cruel Change that I find, 


The Gentle has now grown ſevere, J 
More cold than the North's chilling Wind, is 
That blaſts the young Buds of the Vear. «© 
Range wildly, my Flocks and my Herds; Tis 

| _ Begone from your Maſter, poor Tray : N 
My Pipe ſhall no more wake the Birds ; Tis 
Pl 48 it, and fling it away. N 
Some Deſert, all barren and bleak, puc] 
Shall ſhield me from every Eye: 1 


There, Peggy, I'll weep for thy Sake; 
PIl weep, cruel Maid, and III die. 


SONG CCXLVIE. 
The Song of Diana, Set by Dr. Boyce; 


Sung by Mrs. Baker, in Apollo and Daphne, 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. 


I TH Horns. and with Hounds: I wak 
the Day. = 
And hie to wy Woodland Walks away ; 


, 


I tuc 
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tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my Forehead a waxing Moon; 

With Shouting, and Hooting, we pierce thro” the 
Sky, 

And Echo turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 


s ON G CCXLVII. 
Sung in the Opera of ELIZA» 


H O'D know the Sweets of Liberty ® 
*Tis to climb the Mountain's Brow 
hence to diſcern rough Induſtry 
At the Harrow or the Plough: 
'Tis where my Sons their Crops have ſown, 


Calling the Harveſt all their own, 


'Tis where the Heart to Truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly Fear; 

Tis where the Eye with milder Pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet Pity's Tear, 

duch as Britannia yet ſhall ſee; 

Theſe are the Sweets of Liberty. 


S ON G CCXIIX. 
The Non-PAREILLE. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 
HE Nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as 


Day, 

ind as ſweet 4 the bloſſoming Hawthorn in May; 
ler Temper was ſmooth as the Down on the Dove; 
and her Face was as fair as the Mother's of Love: 
'ho* mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds, 
ind receives gentle Odours from flow'ry Beds; 

et warm in Affection as Phæbus at Noon, 

and as chaſte as the Silver-white Beams of the 
Moon. Her 
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Her Mind was unſully'd as new-falling Snow, 
And as lively as Tints from young Iris his Bow; 
As clear as the Stream, and as deep as the Flood; 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho? beautiful, good 
The Sweets that each Virtue, or Grace, had i 
Store, | 
She cull'd, as the Bee does, the Bloom of eac! 
Flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O] how happy was [| 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine w enjoy | 


4 


so NO cc. 


4 Hunting Song, ſung by Mr. Fawcet, at Richmoni 

Ser by Mr. Hook. P 
C O ME, rouze, Brother Sportſmen, the HurWrg 
KY a ters all ery, 


We've got a Scent, and a fav*ring Sky ; 
The Horn's iprightly Notes, and the Lark's car! 


Song, | 
Will chide the dull Sportſmen for ſleeping ſo long 


Bright Ph@bus has ſhewn us the Glimpſe of his Fac 

Peep'd in at our Windows, and call'd to the Chaſe 

He ſoon will be up. for his Dawn wears away, 

And makes the Fields blyſh with the Beams of b 
Ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie dow: 
And if you refuſe ber, perhaps ſhe may frown ; 

But tell her that Love muſt to Hunting give Place 
For as well as her Charms there are Charms in th 


Loo 
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ook yonder, look yonder, old Reynard T ſpy, 
at his Bruſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly ; 
Whey _ on their Prey, ſee his Eye-balls they 
0 | 
ere ö n at the Death — now let's home to the 
Bowl. ' 


There we'll fill up our Glaſſes, and toaſt to the King, 

rom a Bumper freſh Loyalty ever will ſpring : 

0 G Peace and Glory may Heaven's diſ- 
penſe, | 

\nd Foxhunters.flouriſh a thouſand Years hence. 


* 
1 
A 

1 
A 
* 

b 


SONG CCLI. 
Paſtoral Dialogue, called TuYrs1s and LAURA. 


Ser by Mr. Hook. 


Theſis 

E E Nature ſheds her Sweets around, 
And fragrant Violets deck. the Ground; 
nd warbling Birds do ſweetly ſing, 

nd tune their Notes to hail the Spring : 
hen haſte, my Fair-one, haſte away, 

t us, like them, enjoy the May. 


| Laura. 

For pleaſing Form and artful Tale, 

Which can o'er any Heart prevail, 

Would only to my Ruin prove, 

Hymen doth not crown our Love ; 

ir Virtue's Dictates I'll obey, 

ho* Love and you ſay Take the May. 
2 
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| Thyr fir. 
Behold, my Fair, yon Turtle Dove, 
With what Delight ſhe meets her Love; 
No Bands their mutual Fondneſs cloy 
Reſtraint but weakens every Joy; 
They never yield to Hymen's Sway, 
But live and frolick in the May. 


: Laura. 
Should we, from them, Example take, 
And truſt our Fame to every Rake, 

The Swains might boaſt deſpotic Rules, 
And we be—Nature's only Fools. | 
When bound by Hymen's Bands I'll ſtray, 


And with my Shepherd hail the May. f 
Thyrfis. T1 

Adieu to 4 the Fair ; 

No more both Bleſſings I muſt ſhare ; If 

But I my Laura will not loſe : 

'Thee, charming Maid, alone I chooſe : W 


'Then haſte to Church without Delay, 
Where Love and Lawg'll crown the May. 


If 
| s + Laura. | 
No more ſhall Swains your Conduct blame; IH 
Th' inconſtant Damon did the ſame : ; 
He for Paſtora felt the Fire, | 
Nor ſcorn'd to own his chaſte Deſire : 
United now, Joy crowns the Day, 
And ev'ry Month to them is May. 


: Duetto. 
Till then ne'er truſt the Swain you love, 
' Nor Shepherds from your Nymphs e er roye ; 


1 26 J 
Wor if you real Joys would claim, x 
et Hymen crown the gen'rous Flame: 

hen may you ſafely ſport and play, 

nd revel in the Sweets of May. 


SO NG CCLE. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of ALragen, 


F thoſe who hve in Shepherd's Bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and {ately Bed; | 
The new-mown Hay and breatmng Flow'r 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread, 


If thoſe who fit at Shepherd's Board, 
Soothe not their Taſte with wanton Art; 

They take what Nature's Gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful Heart. 


If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt; 

With wholeſome Cups they chear the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village Toaſt. 


If thoſe who join in Shepherd's Sport, 
Dancing on the daifſy'd Ground, 

Have not the Splendor of a Court ; 
Yet Love adorns the merry Round, 


SONG CCLIE. 
er by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of Ar RIED. 


HE Shepherd's plain Life, 
Without Guilt, without Strife, 


an only true Bleſſings impart: 
42 


1 


45 r 


© 
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As Nature directs, 
That Bliſs he expects 
From Health, * from Quiet of Heart. 


Vain Grandeur and Pow'r, 
Thoſe Joys of an Hour, 

Tho' Mortals are toiling to find z . 
Can Titles or Show Bu 
Contentment beſtow ? Df 

All Happineſs dwells in the Mind. il 
Behold the gay Roſe, , 
How lovely it grows, | e( 

Secure in the Depth of the Vale. an 
Yon Oak, that on high ; 

an 

ha 

ha 

e I 

Of Ambition beware, an 

That Source of | cad. and Smart ; 0 a 
And ſport on the Glade, ho 
Or repoſe in the Shade, ho 

With Health and with Quiet of Heart, . p 

ho 
S8 ONG CCLIV. | eE 


Sung at Ranelagh, 


S Colin rang'd early one Morning in Sprin 
, To Jo the Wood's Choctaw wwrdbo 


7% he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 


Yom us in 2 Melody ſung the fair Maid ; ¶ be 
And ch thus, c. 
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Of all my Experience how vaſt the Amount, 

Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count! 
as ever poor Damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 3 = 
o live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid ? E 
o live, Oc. 4 . 


Ye Heroes, triumphant'by Land and by Se, 
Sworn Vot'ries to Love, yet unmindful of me; 

Df Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid. 
ill you ſtand by like Daſtards, and ſee me a Maid? 
ill you, Sc. 


e Counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent Tongue, 
an do what you pleaſe, with Right and with 
Wrong; 119 5 46 05! | 
an it be or - Law, or by Equity ſaid, * 
hat a comely young Girl ought to die an old Maid ? 
hat a comely, & c. 01 


e learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent Skill 
an ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill . 
o a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Ad, 
ho Is ſick, very fick, of remaining a Maid; 
ho is ſick, c. 


/ 
e Fops, I invoke not to hft to my Song, 
ho anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong; 
e Echoes of Echo, ye Shadows of Shade; 
rif IJ had you, I might ſtill be a Maid 
*, | 


prinfpung Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
e en whiſper'd Relief, like a kind-hearted Swain; 
d Phebe, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid 
being neglected, and dying a Maid; N 
d ; being neglected, and dying a Maid. f 
{ 


L SONG 
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Jer by Dr. Arne. Sang by Mr. Lowe. of 
ESOLV'D, as her Poet, of Celia to ſing, 
_ Emblems of Beauty I ſearch thro' 0 

pring; | 
To 3 ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet 
aid, 

But Flowers, tho“ bloc ming. at Ev*ning may fade 
Of Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, 
Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my Fair no Reſemblance will hold, 
For the Sun ſets at Night, and Breezes grow cold, 


The Clouds of mild Evening array'd in pale Blue, 

While the 'Sun-Beams behind them peep'd glit- 
. through, 

Tho' to rival her Charms they can never ariſe, 

Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia 
ſweet Eyes: f | 

Theſe Beauties are tranfient ; but Cella's will la 

When Spring, and when Summer, and Autums, 
are paſt ; 

For Senſe and Good-humour no Seaſon diſarms, 

And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Charms. f 


At length on a Fruit Tree a Bloſſom I found, nd 

Which Beauty difplay'd, and ſhed Fragrance T 

around. | 8 he 

I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my Pray't he 

This Bloſſom, I cry'd, will refemble my Fair; 
'Fhefe Colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 

"This delicate Texture, and raviſhing Smell, Wh 

Be her 1 dear Emblem: But where ſhall! 

nd, | | 
In Nature, a Beauty that equals her Mind ? 


2 


Thi 
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his Bloſſom, now pleaſing; at qummer's gay Call 
uft languiſh at aul, and muſt — fall 3 pre 
ut behind it the Fruit, its Succeſſor, hall file, 

& ſy Natore diſrob'd of its beautrgus Diſguiſe: _ 

"Wc ' Celis, when Youth, that gay Bloſſom is oer, 

y her Dig improv'd, all engage me the 


Fall 4 — ew? ry Beauty that 7 ber Prime, 5 
hen her Merit is 3 by Love and by Time. 


ld  $ON+6G CCLVI. f 
det by Mr. Worgan. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


E Fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's Ile, 
And triumph. o'er the Heart ; 
or once attentive be a-while 
To what I now impart. 
al, Would you obtain the Youth. you love, 
mn, The Precepts of a Friend approve, 
And learn the Way — him. 


6. s ſoon as Nature has decreed 
The Bloom of eighteen Years, 
Nd Jabel from School is freed, 
nc Then —— her 8 appears; 
he youthful ins to flow, 
the hopes for — longs to know 
The ſureſt Way chr — him. | 


ben firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt 
| the r's Breaſt; 
ud you 


firange Perfuafion 
ah wibing to be bleſt ; . — 


L 2 3 
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Be not too bold, nor yet too co, f 
With Prudence lure the happy Boy, 
And that's the Way to keep him. 1 
At Court, at Ball. at Park or Play, 
Aſſume a modeſt Pride; 
And, leſt your Tongue your Mind betray, 5 
In fewer Words confide : | 
'The Maid, who thinks to gain a Mate b 
By giddy Chat, will find too late, 
"That's not the Way to keep him, i 7 
In drefling ne'er the Hours kill, 7 
That 7 to all the Sex; 1 3 
Nor let the Arts of dear IT ge 
Your Innocence TR 
Be always decent + ge! OY 5 ® 26-5 | 
By virtuous Rules your Reaſon guide; 72, 34 Ol 


For that's the Way to keep R's 


But when the nuptial Knot is faſt, 
And both its Hleſſings ſhare, 7 
To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 
Of Jealouſy beware: 
His Love with kind Compliance meet; 
Let Conſtancy the Work complete, 
And —_ be ww to keep! Am, 
« 1 


80 N lun... 
r ar — Set 0 Signor Giardini. h 


O T on Beauty's tranſient Euer. Wh; 
Which no real Jo 2 — — | 


N or on Heaps of ſordid 
Did I fix my youthful +2” 


94 3 4 
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'Twas not Chlee's perfect Feature 
Did the fickle Wand”rer. bind? 

Nor her Form, the Boaſt of Nature; 
*Twas alone her ſpotleſs Mind, 


Not on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart, | 
Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure, ._ + 
Did I fix my youthful Heart. | 


Take, ye Swains, the real Bleſſing, 
That will Joys for Life enſarez © 
The virtuous Mind alone poſſefling, © © 
Will your laſting Bliſs ſecufe. 


Not on Beauty's tranfient Pleaſure, 

Which no-real Joys impart, ' 

Nor on Heaps of fordid Treaſure, * 
Did I fix my youthful Heart. 


SONG CCLVII. 
An ODE for the Loxp-Maror's:Dax, + * 


RECITATIVE. 


IDRITONS, attend; I ſing, in merry Lay, 


7 
14 


T 


Coaches, Carts, Men, Women, Girls, and Boys, 
| of. 4 N W 


|) The Feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 
Day: 1 16 dx 
hat W caught, what Feeding when they 
ine; 11 
hat ſober Citizens get drunk by Nine; 
hat Sights are ſeen; what Rattling, Fuſs and 
Noiſe, WT | 


L 3 ho 


* 
a 9 e _ 
* * 


— e „ 
bs Bu r * WY p 


What Rey *tis ſo fine a sight ſhould come 


The ſtarv'd Mechanicks ſeek their diff'rent Hal 
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Who Streets, Bulks, Windows, Tops of Houſe 


throng, 
To view his Gorell paſs in State _ 


A1k. 
{Ob London is @ fire Town, c.) 
Ob! Lord-Mayor's Show, fo brave and gay, do 
Honour to the City; 
And Old and Young, and Rich and Poor, mi 
own tis vaſtly pretty, 


To ſee the gilded Coach and Six, and Maa; 


Armqur ride, 
In Pomp and Splendor, from Guildhall, -unto 


ater-ſide. 
And when, i — Barges cloſely pent, ſuch Plenty 
heer, 


once a Year! 
Oh ! aeration, eek Show, ſo heave, 8 


>» Oy, ».J.3 


8 


The Buſtle o'er, the Cavalcade gone 
The Mob diſpers'd, To Dinner's all the Coy, 
With haſten? Steps, as keeneſt Hunger calls, 


At the full-groaning Board each takes his Sea: 
With brandiſh'd Knife and Fork, prepar'd to 


Arn. 
' (Ghofts of every Occupation, cc.) 


Cits of ev'ry Occupation, 1 
Parſc 


Ev'ry Age, and ev'ry Station, 


Some talk, ſome laugh, ſame 1 
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Parſons, Juſtices of Quorum, 
All with Napkins. tuck d before em, 
Preſs to have their Plates fill'd: Grft. 
With the Victuals here ſuch Work is, 
SnatChing Turtles, Geeſe, and Turkies, 
Hares with Puddings in their Bellies, 
 Cheeſecakes, Cuſtards, Tarts and jellies: 
Bawling. (wearing, 
Cutting, * 
Sweating, puffing, 
Laing fa ag; 
Juſt as if they all woula burſt, 


ReECtTATLY RE 


Their Proweſs now i 3 prov'd, 


The Diſhes _ ; 
Again the Tab M with, Wine and Ale, 
And Toaſts and Bumpers ev'ry where prevail; 


- I ſnoring 
le, 
And ſome with jovial Songs old Care defy. 


AIR. 
( Come hither, my Country Squire, &C. * 
Come fill the Glaſs to the Brink ; 
Briſk Wine ſoon away Sorrow drives: 


Like Cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to Bailiff and Wives, GER 


* 


C nous. 


Such Soaking, ſuch Smoaking and Joking, 
Such Guzzling here you ſee; 
The Buck and furr'd Gown together fit down} 
And all are good Company. 
L 4 To 
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To enjoy Life while we may, 
PI! prove from the Scripture, is right; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all Day, 
And lie with his Doxy at Night. 
CHORUS. We 


Such Soaking, ſuch Smoaking, and Joking, E. 


REeciTATIiVeE. 
But ſoon the luſcious Grape too potent grows ; 
Mirth and Good-humour turn to Words and Blows; 
Now Rogue and Cucko/d through the Hall reſound, 
And Wigs, and Canes, and Cravats ſtrew th: 
Ground ; Ha N24. 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy Head, 
And bids the noiſy Crew reel home to Bed. 
An. 
(There was a jovial Beggar, &c.) 
Let Heroes, both by Land and Sea, 
Their Deeds in Battle boaſt; 
They only Fame acquire now, | 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 
Then a Guttling we will go, will go, will go; , 
Then a Guttling we will go. 


In Story we are told, of one 

An Ox flew with his Fiſt ; 7 
Then at a Meal he eat him up; 

Gods ! what a glorious Twiſt ! E 

Then a Guttling, Cc. 1 


If then good Eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's Pray'r, 
« God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, D 
„ The Sheriffs and Lord-Mayor; 
« When a Guttling they do go, do go, do golf 1” 
« When a Guttling they do go.” 
LD | 2 SON 
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8 ON COR 4 
KITT ; or, The Female Phaeton. 


det by Dr. Arne. mord. by Mr. Prior. Sung at 
+ -» Vauxhall. 1 
AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as Colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the Fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 


J. 


3 With little Rage inflam'd: 
tue Inflam'd with Rage and ſad Reſtraint, . 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd, . 


And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd; 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd ; © 

And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint. 
While Wit and Beauty reign' d. 


Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 

And viſit with her Couſins ? 
| go; At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 

And bring home Hearts by Dozens? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden Charms to boaſt; ” 

That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? | 

That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 


Dear, dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 
lo go 11 have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why. : 
L 5 Fond 


N 


But Sally's Smiles can all the Year 


"2 aw 


Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma gave way; A 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, | 

Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire; T 
And ſet the World on Fire: | 

Ob tain'd the Chariot for a Day, H 
And ſet the World on Fire, 


SONG CCLX&. Ar 


8a by My. Worgan. 
N O Nymph, that trips the verdent Plains, 
With Sally can —_— 
She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, 
And rivals all the Fair : 
The Beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While Summer Seaſons roll ; 


Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 


When from the Eaft the Morning Ray 
Illumes the World below, 
Her Preſence bids the God of Day 
With Emulation glow : 
Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, | 
F 


Birds ſweeter Notes prepare ; 
The playful Lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the Sifter fair. 


The Lark but ſtrains his Itvid Throat, 
To bid the Maid rejoice, 8 
And mimicks, while he fwells his Note, 
The Sweetneſs of her Voice: 
The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 


While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 


* 
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And ev ry Flow' ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim, 
From Morn to Eve their Tale ; 

Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 
Make vocal every Vale ; 

The Stream meand”ring thro? the Mead, 
Her echo'd Name conveys ; 

And ev'ry Voice, and ev'ry Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praiſe. 


No more ſhall blitheſome Laſs and Swain 
To mirthfal Wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-Morn on the Plain 
Advance in rural Sport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 
Nor Muſic wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks look ſnow-like on the Hill, 
When I forget to love. 


s ON G CCLAL 
In the Serenata of SoLomon. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


B* LM Sweetneſs ever flowing, 
From her dropping Lip diſtils; 
Flowers on her Chetts are blowing; 
And her Voice with Muſic thrills : 


Zephyrs o'er the Spices flying, 
Waftiag Sweets from ev'ry Tree, 


Sick' ning Senſe with Odours cloyipg, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe. 


L 6 
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SONG CCLXIL. 
Die SHEPHERDESS, Set by Dr. Arne. 


I Seek my Shepherd gone aſtray ; 

He left our Cot the other Day : 

Tell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel thro? your Plains? 
Oh! whither, whither, muſt I roam, 
To find and charm the Wand'rer home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 

Or joys he in the Mountain Scene? 
Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler Sade? 
Oh! teach a wretched Nymph the Way 
To find her Lover gone aſtray. 


To paint, ye Maids, my truant Swain; 
A manly Softneſs crowns his Mien ; 

Adonis was not half ſo fair; 

And when he talks, 'tis Heav'n to hear! 
But oh! the ſoothing Poiſon ſhun, 

To liſten, is to be undone, 


He'll ſwear no Time ſhall quench his Flame ; 
To me the Perjur'd ſwore the ſame, 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my Heart an eaſy Prize; 
And when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by Choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the Kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt Bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer Pafions burn, 
And pant and die for his Return. 
Oh! whither, whither, ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying Love ? 


SON( 


= 4 > py 


S2 


A 


ac 


2 N\ 


[ 229 ] 
SONG CCLXIII. o f 


Tas MrEn WILL ROMANCE. 


HEN I enter'd my Teens, and threw 
. Playthings aſide, | 25 bo 
I conceiv'd myſelf Woman, and fit for a Bride; 
By the Men 1 was flatter'd, my Pride to inhance, 
For the Maids will believe, and the Men will 
romance, & | 


* 


They ſwore that my Eyes the bright Di mond 


excell'd, | 

Such a Face, and ſuch Treſſes, ſure ne'er were be- 
held! | 

That to gaze on my Neck was all Rapture and 
Trance 

Oh! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 
romance. | 


Young Polydore ſaw me one Night at the Ball, 

And ſwore, to my Charms he a Conqueſt muſt fall; 

On his Knees he entreated my Hand for a Dance: 

Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 
romance. 


He conducted me home, when the Paſtime was 
o'er, 

And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much Beauty before; 

He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 
romance. | 


Then Day after Day I his Company had: 
At length he declar'd all his Flame to my Dad; 
But my Father lov'd Money, and would not ad- 
vance, | 

And reply'd to my Lover, Young Men. will ro- 
_—_  - a 


7 
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But tho? my Papa would not give us a Shilling, 
My P ſwore he to wed — was willing 1 
So to — we both went, and at Night had a 
ce, 
And, believe me, my Polydere did not romance. 


SONG CCLXIV. 
Tan Way TO KEEP RIA. 
Set by Dy Arne. 


E Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm 
Io eaptivate the Will; 
Whoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf difarm, 
'Whoſe Frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you deign the Verſe to bear, 
Wbere Flatt'ry bears no Part; 
An honeſt Verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the Heart? 


Great is your Pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 
If, as ye all can make a Net, 
Ve all could make a Cage: 
Each Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take; 
For who's to Beauty blind? 
But to what End a Pris'ner make, 
Daleſs we've Strength to bind ? 


_ Attend the Counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 
Learnt that beit Art, the Art to hold, 
And lock the Lover's Chain. 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; g 
Tho' Beauty may the Charm begin, 
"Vis sweetneſs makes it laſt. 
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SONG CCLXV. 
The HonzsT F8LLow. Ser by Dr. Arne. 


pxe ! Pox o'this Nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And talk of your Pbillis and Chloe no more; 
Their Face, and their Air, and their Mien, what 

a Rout ! | 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about; 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about. 


Let finical Fops play the Fool and the Ape ; 
They dare not confide in the Juice of the Grape: 
But we honeſt Fellows—'fdeath ! whe'd ever think 
Of pulling for Love, whale he's able to drink ? 
Of pulling, &c. 


'Tis Wine, only Wine, that true Pleaſure beftows ; 
Our Joys it increaſes, and lightens our Woes ; 
Remember what Topers of old us'd to fing, 
The Man that is drunk is as great as a King 
The Man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's Law for his Tricks 
Anacreon's Caſes fee, Page Twenty-ſix : 

The Precedent's glorious, and juſt by my Soul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young Dog in aBowl z 
Lay hold, Se. | J 


What's Life but a Frolic, a Song, and a Laugh? 
My Toaſt ſhall be this, whilft Pve Liquor to quaff; 
May Mirth and good Fellowſhip always abound; 

Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round g 
Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round. 


- SONG 
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SONG CCLXVI. 


A BALLAD in the modern Taſte. Set by Dr, Arne. 


NE Morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
Come here, pretty Maiden, and give me a 
Lord ! Fellow, ſaid I, mind your Plough and your 
n Cat; 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for no+ 
— thank you for nothing with all my 

eart. | | 


Well, then, to be ſure he grew civil enough, 

He gave a Box with a Paper of Snuff; 

I took it, I own, yet had ſtill ſo much Art 

To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my Heart. 


He ſaid; If ſo be, he might make me his Wife 
Good Lord ! I was never ſo daſl'd in my Life 
Yet could not help laughing to fee the Fool ſtart, 

When I thank'd him for nothing with all my Heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my Conſent, 
And with him, on Sunday, to Chapel I went, 
But ſaid *twas my Goodneſs more than his Deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my Heart. 


( 
P 
* 
The Parſon cry'd, Child, you muſt after me ſay, y 
And then talk of Honour, and Loye and Obey ; 1 
But faith, when his Reverence came to that Part, c 
There I thank'd him for nothing with all my Heart. . 


At Night our briſk Neighbours the Stocking 


would throw; SY: 8 E 
J muft not tell Tales, but I know what I know: K 
Young Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his Smart, h 


And I thank'd him for ſomething with all my Heart. Nb 
IHE | SONG 


(as J 
$ O NG CCLXVII. 


A'HunTinG SONG. 
4 ; Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


RECITATIVI. 0 . 


ARK ! the Horn calls away; 

52 Come the Grave, come the Gay; 
Vake to Muſic that wakens the Skies, 
Quit the Bondage of Sloth, and ariſe. 


„ Au 


From the Eaſt breaks the Morn, 
See the Sun- beams adorn 
t. he wild Heath, and the Mountains fo high; 
he wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo . 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch Hound, | 


* 


— 


The Steed neighs to the Sound. 
. the floods and the Vallies reply ; 
ind the Floods and the Vallies reply. 


Our Forefathers, ſo good. 
„ Prov'd their Greatneſs of Blood, 
- [Wy encount' "ring the Hart and the Boar ; 
y encount'ring, &c. : 
Ruddy Health bloom'd the Face, 
t Age and Vouth urg'd the Chace, 
+ Tad taught Woodlands and Foreſts to roar 
ind taught, &c. 4 


Hence, of noble Deſcent, 
Hills and Wilds we frequent, 


here the Boſom of Nature's reveal'd, | 
V here the, Sc. Das 51 8 & 


1 234 J] 


Tho' in Life's buſy Day, 

Man of Man makes a Prey, 
Still let ours be the Prey of the. Field; 
Still let our's, Oc. 


With the Chace in full Sight, 
Gods ! how great the Delight! 
How our mortal Senſations refine ! 
How our, Oc. 
Where 1s Care, where i is Fear ? 
Like the Winds, in the Rear, 
And the Man's loſt in ſomething divine; 
And the Man's, Oc. 


Now to Horſe, my brave Boys: 
Lo! each pants for the Joys 
'That anon ſhall enliven het whole: 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole ; 
Then at Eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and Pleaſures recount, 
And renew the Chace over the Bowl; 
And renew the Chace over the Bowl. 


s ON G CCLXVIT. 
The FxuiTLEss Exů˙za vou. 


HEN gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw, 
Struck with reverential Awe, 

I felt my Boſam mov d; 
Her eaſy Shape, her charming Face, 
She ſmil'd and talk'd with ſo much Grace, 
I gaz'd, admir'd and lov'd. 


_ CE 
Up to the buſy'Town I flew, - 
And wander'd all its Pleaſures thro), - 
In Hopes to eaſe my Care: 
The buſy 'Yown bur mocks my Pain, 
Its gayeſt Pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


The Labours of the learned Sage, 
The comic Humour of the Stage, 
By Turns my Time employ; 
T reliſh not the Sage's Lore, | 
The Stage's Humour pleaſe no more, 
For Harries all my Joy. 


Sometimes I try'd. the jovial Throng. 
Sometimes the Female Train among, 
To chaſe her Form away; Ms Il 
The jovial Throng is noiſy, rude, 
Nor other -emale dares intrude 
Where Harriot bears a Sway. ' 


Since then nor Art nor Learning can, 
Nor Company of Maid or Man, 
For Want of thee atone z; 
O come with all thy conqu'ring Charms, 
O come ! and take me to thy Arms, 
For thou art all in one. 


SONG CCLXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


YRTILLA, demanding the Aid of my Pen, 
To tell what of her were the Thoughts of 

the Men, 
Iuſiſted 


„IM 
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Inſi ſted for once I would alter my Tune, W 
And write Panegyrics as well as Lampoon : A 


With Candor deſcribing the Woman I ſee, 
When I ſteal from my Glaſs, to Myrtilla and Tes. 


If the Eyes ſweet Employ to the Soul give Delight, 
And Beauty's an Object engaging to Sight; 
How kind is my Fair-one, whoſe Studies confeſs, 
Her Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dreſs! 
Tho? oft in the Structure, miſtaking the Plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give Pleaſure to 
Man. | 


When I hear her ſweet Voice, in its natural Key, 
Her good-humour'd Prattle is Muſic to me; 
Her Kiſs would ſoon make the dull Hermit forego 
His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven beloy: 
But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 
Her Words are but Diſcord, her Kiſſes are cold, 


Like Dew to the Flow'rs is Love to Mankind; 
Each Senſe's Employment in Woman we find, 
Unleſs AﬀeRation, that Bane to the Fair, 
Unfetters the Heart they attempt to inſnare : 
Let Nature the Science of Pleaſing direct, 

A Charm ill-diſplay d ſoon becomes a Defect. 


$0 NG ex. 
Sung by Mr. Champnes, at the Theatre Royal i 


Drury-Lane, in the Jatertaiament called Arcadia. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhall, | 1 


"AN Fond Father's Bliſs is to number his Race, 

| And exult on the Bloom that juſt buds, of 1 
X their Face; | | 

bois; Wit! 
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With their Prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their Smiles their lov'd Mother again. 
Men of Pleaſures, be . this is Life's lovely 
' View; 

er wunen we look on our young ones, our Youth we 
N renew. 


hus loving we live, and thus loving 3 © 

No Deceit here diſtracts, no Debauches deftroy ; 

From the May Morn of Youth to Winter's white 

Ape, 

Hand 9 7 with Contentment we ſing thro? 
Life's Stage 5 

\nd when Death ids us ſtop, we end eaſy our Song, 


ls, 


p 
e (0 


ey, 
Then give the Gods Thanks that we've liv'd * 
rege ſo 3 
low: 
4 May-Eve, or KATE or ABERDEEN. / 


L 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 2»d ſung at Vauxhall. 


HE Silver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly through the Night, 
To wanton with the winding stream, 5 
And kiſs reflected Light: 5 
To Courts be gone! Heart- ſoothing 1 ; 
ere you” ve ſo ſeldom been, 1 
Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil keep 


to 


With Kate of Aberdeen. 

Thy Nymphs and Swains expectant it, 
In Primroſe Chaplets ga 8 

Till Morn unbars her Golden Gate, 
And gives the promis d May : 


The 


Wo hho 
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The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
The promis d May, when ſeen, | 
Not half fo f nt, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Tu tune my Pipe to playful Notes, 
een on oddi ans 

ill new-wa irds diſtend 

And hail the Maid I love: * | 
At her Approach the Lark miſtakes, 
- _ = = — Green: 

ond Birds, tis not t orning breaks 

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen, * 8 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy Mead, 
Where Elves diſportive Play, | 
The feſtal Dance young She herds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd Lay, 
Till May in Morning-Nobe draws nigh, 
_ —.— a * Queen; 
s and Swains exulting cry 
Za of Lada.” 


. = nf 


SONG CCLXXII. 
Srazrnox of the Hitt, Ser by Dr. Arne, 


E T others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe, 6 

Or Colir's at their Will; Il 

I mean to fing, in ruſtc Verſe, h 
Young Strepbon of the Hill. 


As once I ſat beneath a Shade, 
Befide py” ma Rill; 
my I e mvade, 
But Srrepbon uf the Hill? 
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He tapt my Shoulder, ſnatch'd a Kifs, 
I cou'd not take it ill; | 

For nothing, ſure, is done'amilſs 
By Strepbos of the Hill. 


Conſent, O lovely Maid! he cry'd, 
Nor aim Gr Swain to kill: 
Conſent this to be the Bride 
; Of Strepbos of the Hill, 


Obſerve the Doves on gn Spray, 
See how they fit and bill ; 

So ſweet your Time ſhall paſs away 
With Strepbon of the Hill. 


We went to Church with hearty Glee, 
O Love nous ſill ! 

May ev'ry Nymph be bleſt, like me, 

With Strepben of the Hill. 


SONG CCLXXII.. 
FAL Apvicr. 
Ser by Mr. Battiſhill. 


URSUING Beauty, Men deſery _ 
The diſtant Shore, and long to prove, 

ll richer in Variety, © 

he Treaſures of the Land of Love. 

e Women, like weak Indians, Rand, 

nviting from our Golden Coaſt 


e wand Ting Rovers to our Land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is lost. 


With 


. 
With humble Vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the Heart; 
But, by Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quickly act another Part. 


For Beads and Baubles we reſign 

In Ignorance our ſhining Store, 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 

And yet the Tyrants will have more. 


Ye Fair, take heed, forbear to try 
How Men can court, or you be won; 
For Love is but Diſcovery, 


When that is made, the Pleaſure”s done, / C 
| i 1 1 
SON G CCLXXIV. Wu 

Kirry FeLi. Sung at Ranelagh. * 

D 


HIL E Beaus to pleaſe the Ladies write, 
Or Bards, to get a Dinner by't, Cl 
Their well feign'd Paſſions tell, A 
Let me in humble Verſe proclaim 
My Love for her who bears tne Name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
Oh—charming Kitty, Kitty Fell, 


That K:zy's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that the has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 


I feel, and 1 ſhall ever feel, 
The Dart more ſharp than pointed Steel, 
That came from Kitty Fell, 

Charming Lig, & c. 
&83 U | 
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Of late I . by Reaſon's Aid, 
To cure the Wounds which Love had a 
And bade a long Farewell: 
But t'other Day ſhe croſs'd the Green; 
ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 5 
My charming Kitty Fell. „ 
Charming Kitty, &c. | 


aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that Way? 
o Church, ſhe cry'd—I cannot — 
Why, don't you hear the Bell; 

To Church ——0o 1 take me with thee there, 
ray'd : She would not hear my r. 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 

Cruel Kitty, &c. 


\nd now I find *tis all in vain, 
live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in Chains to dwell :; 1 
or tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, 
Death my faultring Tongue will crys 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, cruel Ki- 
Adieu, ſweet 2 » Kitty ell. 


e, 


SONG CCLXXV. 


The RoasT BEEZT of Oro EnGLanD. 


Cantata, taken from à celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr. Hogarth, 


Recirartſys. 


Tas S at the Gate of Calais, Hogarth tells 
Where ſad Deſpair and Famine alway dwells, 
meagre Frenchman, Madam Grandfre's Cook, 

$ home he ſteer d his Carcaſe, that Way took ; +, Bi 
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Bending beneath the Weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 

Good Father Dominick by chance came by, | 
With roſy Gills, round Paunch, and greedy Eye; 


Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy Load, 4 

His Benediction on it he beſtow'd: © Bt 

And as the ſolid Fat his Fingers preſs*d 

He lick'd his Chaps, aud thus the Knight addreſy'd. x, 
Als. 


(4 lovely Bas to Me ai a6) 
Oh rare roaſt Beef! lor yeah nkind, 
If I was doom'd to have\ 
When dreſs? garniſh'd to my > Mind, 
And 41 ing in th vy. 
Not all thy Country's Force combin d 


Should from my Fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft-times decreed 
The Theme of Exglig Ballad ; 
% On thee e'en Kings have deipn'd to feed, 
5 Unknown to Freachmax's Palate : 
4 Then how much doth thy Taſte exceed 
| Soup-meagre, Frogs and Sallad ! 


RECITATIVI. 

A half-flary'd Soldier, pale and lean, - 

ho ſach a Sight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſt 
And gaz'd with Wonder on the Britiſb Food. 
His Morning's Meſs forſpok the friendly Bowl, 
And in im yr) none along the Pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a Sigh, which gave his Heart Relief, 
And then in plaintive Tone declar'd his Grief. 


411 


L 243 J 


Au. 
Fact's Minus.) 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
Begar, it is de roall Beef from Londre 3 
| h ! grant to me von letel Bite. 
vi But to my Guts if you give no Heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis Bpon denies ; 
In kind Compaſſion unto my Pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my Eyes. 


REciTATIVE, 


Fellow-Guard, of right Hibernias Clay, 
oſe brazen Front his Country did betray, 
m Tyburn's fatal Tree had hither fled, 
zoneſt Means to gain his daily Bread, 

as the well-known Proſpect he deſery d. 
lubb' ring Accents dolefully he cry d- 


Al. 


C Hllen a Rom.) 
t Beef, that now. cauſes my Stomach: to riſe, 
t Beef, that now canſes my Stomach to riſe, 
So taking thy Sight is, 
My Joy, that fo igt is, 
iew thee, by Pailfuls runs out at my Eyes. 
le here Fremain, myLife's not worth a Farthing, 
le here I remain,myLife's not worth a Farthing, 
. Ah hard-hearted Loui“ | 
. Why did I come to you ? A . bak 
ef, Gallows, more kind, would have ſay'd me 
f. from flarving, nN 9 


11 


M 2 | Res 
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RECITATIVꝝ. 


Upon the Ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 
Who fed his Noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy Pat 
But when Oli England's Bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd Mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted Hand he bleſs'd his native Place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his Ca; 


le 
Beh 
le 


| Aa. S 
(The Broom of Coruden knows.) [at 
How hard, oh! Sawwney, is thy Lot, J 


Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch Meat as can't be got, 


. When Hunger is ſo great ! put 
O the Beef! the bonny Beef, An | 
When roaſted nice and brown ; Til 
IL. wiſh I had a Slice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 

T would the De'el had pick'd mine Ey'n, WVhc 
Ere I had gang'd wi” thee. 
O the Beef! &c, 


-- 


RECITATIVIE. 


But, fee! my Muſe to England takes her Fligh 

Where Health and Plenty ſocially unite ; 

Where ſmiling Freedom guards great Geo 
] brone, 

And Whips, and Chains, and Tortures are 

Tho' Britain's Fame in loftieſt Strains ſhall rin 

In ruſtic Fable give me leave to fing. 1 


( 245 J 
Ain, 


ates once on a Time a young Frog, pert and vain, 
Bcheld a large Ox grazing o'er the wide Plain, 

le boaſted his Size he could quickly attain; 

O the Roaft Beef of Old England, © 

And O the 0/4 Eng liſb Roaſt Beef, 


hen eagerly ſtretching his weak little Frame, 

lamma, who ftood by, like a knowing old Dame, 

'ry'd, “Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 
O the Roaſt Beef, Cc. 


zut deaf to Advice, he for Glory did thirſt; 
an Effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, © 
Till ſwelling and ftraining too hard made him 
burſt. 
O the Roaſt Beef, c. | 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the Moral is clear ; 

The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monſieur, 

hoſe Puffs and Bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the Roaſt Beef, Cc. | 


_- 


or while by our Commerce and Arts we-are able 
o ſes the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our Table, 
he French may e'en burſt like the Frog in the 
Fable. . 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England, 
And O the O/d Engliſh Roalt Beef. 


1 
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SONG CCLXXVI. 
| The SpinninG-Waptr. 
Set by Mr . Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall, 


OUNG Colin, fiſhing near the Mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the Hill, A 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Pow'r cou'd feel, | 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Pow'r cou'd feel. 
The Mill was ſtopt, no Miller there: | 
She ſmil'd to ſee the Youth appear, 
She ſmil'd to ſee the Youth appear, Fo 


2 2 


But turn'd about her Spinning-wheel, Fo 


But turn'd about her Spinning - wheel. N 


Thy Cheeks, ſays he, like Peaches bloom ; 

Thy Breath is like the Spring's Perfume; She 
On thy ſweet Lips my Love I'll ſeal, Shi 
On thy ſweet, Se, | 

Yon ftately Swans, fo white and fleek, 

Are like to Sally's Breaſt and Neck, 

re like, Ec. | 

But fill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel, 
Bac till, &c. 


"Though, Fair-one, Beauty's tranfient Pow'r 
Fades like the new-blown gaudy Flow't ; 
Not ſo where Virtue loves to dwell, 
Foe? * t Modeſty appear: 
or where ſwee eſty a " 
We never ſee the Vale of be. 
We never, Ce. 
She ſmil'd, and ſtopp'd her Spinning-wheel, 
She ſmil'd, &c. 


* 
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The Pomp of State, the Pride of Wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn for Peace and Health, 


Where honeſt Labour earns her 
Where honeſt, Ce. . 


Who tells the Flatt'rer's common Tale, 

Can never o'er my Heart prevail, 

Can never, Se. * 
And make me leave my Spinning-wheel, 
And make, Oc. 


The Swain who loves the virtuous Mind; 


Alone can make young Sally kind; 
For him I'll toil, P11 ſpin and reel, 
For him I'll toil, DH ſpin and reel: 
It is the Voice, ſays he, of Love, 
Come haſten to yon Church above, 
Come haſten to yon Church above. 
She bluſh'd and left her Spinning-wheel, 
She bluſh'd and left her Spinning-wheel. 


SONG CCLXXVE. 
Cure for the Varours.. 


Set by Dr. Ame. Sang at Ranelagh, 
Hy will Dalia thus retire, n 
And languiſh all her Life away? 

hile the ſighing Crowd admire, 

*Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea, 

*Tis'too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea : 

ill thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting 
Cannot Damon's Life reſtore ; 

Ong ago the Worms have eat him; 

You can never ſee him more, 

You can never ſee him more. 

ong ago the Worms have eat him; 

You can never ſee him more. 


M4 Once 


-4 


* 
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Once again conſult your Toilette, 8 
In the Glaſs your Face review; u 
So much Weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, Th 
And nc Spring your Charms renew; 
And no, . | Be 


I, like you, was born a Woman, 

Well I know what Vapours mean ; 
The Diſeaſe, alas! is common, 
Single we have all the Spleen z 
Single, Tc. 


All the Morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the Sorrow yet: 

Chuſe, among the pretty Fellows, 
One of Humour, Youth and Wit ; 
One of, c. 


Prithee hear him ev'ry Morning, 
At the leaſt an Hour or two; 

Once again at Night returning, 
-I ͤ believe the Doſe will do; 
l believe the Doſe will do. 

Once again at Night returning, 
l believe the Doſe will do. 


S O.N G CCLXXVIIL, 
The SHEPHERD. Set by Dr. Arne. 


O more the feſtive Train I'll join: 
Adieu! ye rural Sports, adieu 

For what, alas! have Griefs like mine 
With Paſtimes or Delights to do? 

Let Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures prove, 

But I am all Deſpair and Love. | 


PA 
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Ah well-a-day ! how chang'd am! 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed, 

So ſoft my Strains, the Herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; 

But now my Strains no longer move, 


They're Diſcord all, Deſpair and Love. - 


Behold around my ftraggling Sheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to Ty 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The Shepherds mourn to fee them rove; 
They aſk the Cauſe, I anſwer, Love, 


Neglected Love firſt — * my Eyes 

With Tears of Anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
'Tis that which fill'd my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And turn'd my Pipe to Notes of Woe; 
Love has occaſion'd all my Smart, 
Difpers'd my Flocks, and broke my Heart. 


* 


SONG CCLXXIX. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


A TTEND, ye Nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart, | 
ind tell what Swain, if one there be, 

Vhom Fate deſigns for Love and me. 


et Reaſon o'er his Thoughts preſide, 
et Honour all his Actions guide; 
tedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 

he Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


et ſolid Senſe ipform his Mind, 
ith pure Good- nature ſweetly join'd'; 


M 5; Sula 


0 T n 


* 
— 


Sure Friend to modeſt Merit be 
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The Swain defign'd for Love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſtve Sigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye; 
Melting in Sympathy ſee | 


The Swain deſign'd for Love and tie. 
Let ſordid Av'rice claim no Part 


Within his tender, gen'rous Heart; 
Oh! be that Heart from Falſhood free, 
Devoted all to Love and me. 


$ON G CCLXXS. 


Ser by Mv. Baildoh. Sung ar Vauxhall, 


ARK! the Birds begin their Lay, 
1 Flowrets deck the Robe of May - 
See the little Lambkins bound, ; 
Playful o'er the Clover-ground ; 

While the Heifers —_— low, 

Where the yellow Cowſlips blow ; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 

Where the yellow Cowlſlips blow. 


Now the Nymphs and Swains advance 
O'er the Lawn in perfect Dance; 
Garlands from the Hawthorn Bough 
Grace the happy Shepherd's Brow.; 
While the Laſſes, in Array, 
Wait upon the Queen of May; 

While the, Sc. 


Innocence, Content and Love, 


Fill the Meadows and the Grove; 


Mirth that never wears a Frown, 


Health with Sweetneſs all her own; | 


Laboſl 1 
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Labour puts on Pleafure's Smile, 
And pale Care forgets his * * 0 
Labour puts, Se. | 


Ah! what Pleaſures Shepherds wal 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 

Love improves each happy Hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch 1n Store. 

Learn, Ambition, learn from HENCE, 
Happineſs is Innocence; 

Learn, Ambition, learn from henee, 
Happineſs us IT 


SONG CCLXXXL 
CTA Courlaint. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT Sadneſs reigns over the Plain! 
How droop the ſweet Flowrets around! 
How penſive each Nymph and each Swain! 
How filent each muſical Sound! 
No more the ſoft Lute i in the Bowers, 
Beguile the cool Ev away 
dad Sighs meaſure out the long Hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our Village's Pride, 8 
This Change from his Abſence is ſeens 

Twas he that our Muſic ſupply'd, 

When gaily we danc'd on the Green: 

t Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 

How jovial and frolic were we | 

but now ev*ry Feaſt in the Year 

Is joyleſs as joyleſs * 
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Ah ! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile Alarms ? 
No Juſtice oblig d him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible Arms : 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of Life and of Limb; 
The Country had Soldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where e'er the Adventurer goes, 
On Land or the dangerous Main, 
Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh ! give him to Celia again, | 
My true Love in Safety reſtore ; 
P11 ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, 
From my Arms he ſhall wander no more. 


01 


SONG CCLXXXII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


HAT Jeasy's my Friend, my Delight and 
| my Pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide ; 
] dwell on her Praiſes wherever I go; 

Trey ſay, I'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no; 
They ſay, I'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no. 


dhe. 


At Ev'ning oft-times, with what Pleaſure I ſee 
A Note from her Hand, I'll be with you at Tea. 
My Heart how it bounds when I hear her below! Pee. 


But ſay not tis Love, for I anſwer, No, no; "or 
But ſay, Ce. ho. 
She fings me a Song, and I echo its Strain; 


Again, I cry, Jenny, Tweet Jenny, again: 


J kit 
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II kiſs her ſweet Lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ay not tis Love, for 1 anſwer, No, no; 
But ſay, &c. 


She tells me her Faults as ſhe fits on my Knee: 

[ chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an Angel to me: 

My Shoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo: 

Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, No, nog 
ho knows, &c. | 


From Beauty and Wit, and Good-humour, how I 
hould Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: , 
hy Bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
ind let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll fay, No; 

\nd let me deſerve her, or ftill I'll ſay, No. 


SONG CCLXXXIL 
oli and PuIL LIS, a Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall, 


fle. E AR Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind 
to my Pain, 

and Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in'vain 
And I'll love you fincerely for ever, 


And PIl love you fincerely for ever, 
And I'll love, Ce. | 


I +», * 
x. e. Ah! Colin, my Heart was about to comply; 


But what my Hopewiſhes, my Fears will deny: 


ee can never be yours, 
a . What never? 
le. No never; I can never be yours. * 


e. What never? 

be. No never; I ne'er can be yours. en 

. Fie! Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with Love? 
Away with your Fears! and wy Paſſion approve. 

il When 


* What never ? 


He. Then adieu to all Joy, my Heart will Tux 


'  $he. You never, ſure never, will leave me. 
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When I tell you, I love you for ever, 


When tell you, I love you for ever, 
When I tell you, &c. 


She. Fiel Colin, how can you ftill teaze me in vai, 


When I told you before, and I tell you a 
I can never be yours? 


She. No never! I can never be yours. 
He. What never ! 
Se. No never! 1 ne'er can be yours. 


S > my FO wa 


break, 

If my Phillis denies what! fondly did feek ; 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never, e. 

She. _ away with my Doubts, I can fondly e 
ve, 

That Colin his Phillis will never deceive ; 

That Colin will love me. | 


He. For ever. 
She. You never, ſure never, will leave me. 
He. No never! 


He, No never, no never, will leave you. 
4 


SONG CCLXXXIV. 
In the ReyriSAL. 


"ROM ern 
I diſguiſe, 
I will freel anda Wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he 1 Senſe but to ballance a Buda, 
He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture IL dran 
15 A 
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And if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 
He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 


A Wit without Senſe, without Fancy a Beau z 
Like a Parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a Crow; 
A Peacock in Pride, in Grimace a Baboon; 

In C a Hind, in Conctit a Gaſeoon. 
A Pea , Se. KK 


As a Vulture rapacious, in Falſhood a Fox; 

Inconſtant as Waves, and unfeeling as Rocks; 

As a Tyger ferocious, perverſe as a Hog; 

la Miſchief an Ape, and in fawning a 

As a Tyger, Cc. 

In a Word, to ſum up all his Talents together, 

His Heart is of Lead, and his Brain is of Feather: 

Yet if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 

He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 
et if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 

He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 


+ 


SONG CCLXXXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. 

E true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land, 
Whoſe Sires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and 
free, FOX 1 
Who 2 beat France when they took her in 

an 4 
Come join, boneſt Britons, in Chorus with me ; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with me. 
us fing our own Treaſures; Old England's good 
Cheer, S 
The Profits and Pleaſures of Rout Britiſb Beers 
Your 


. 
Lara 
A 


11 

Your Wine-tipling, Dram-fipping Fellows retreat 

But your Beer-dinking Britons can never be beat, 
Let us, Wc. ; 


The French with their Vineyards are meagre anlſi 


e, 
They drink of the Squeezings of half-riper' 
ruit ; 


But we, who have Hop- grounds to mellow our Ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have Freedom to boot, 
Let us ſing, & | 


Shou'd the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 
our Poles, 
We'll bang their bare Ribs, make their Lan- 
thorn-jaws ring; 
For your Beef-cating, Beer-drinking Britons art 


Co 


Souls, 
Wh» will ſhed their laſt Drop for their Country | 
and King. 7 
Let us fing, &c. | he 
; At 
SONG CCLXXXVI. dar 
The Joys or HarvesrT. bil 
| Set by Mr. Battiſhill. T 
OW Pleaſure unbound reſounds o'er tht 
Plains, DR at r 
And brightens the Smiles of the Damſels andWhe ' 
| Swains, 3s | ho 


As they follow the laſt Team of Harveſt along, 
And end all their Toils with a Dance and 'a Song h! 
Poſſeſs'd of the Plenty that bleſſes the Year, for 
Bleak Winter's Approach they behold withoutFearWnd | 
And when Tempeſts rattle and Hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſli for _ 
23 7 
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Jear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 

\nd uſe every Moment of Life as it flies; 

ay Youth is the Spring-tide, which all muſt im- 
rove, 

or . to ripen an Harveſt of Love: 

dur Hearts then a provident Care ſhould engage, 

o lay Friendſhip in Store for the Winter of Age, 

hoſe Frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n CHaes bright Eye, 

)amp the Flame in my Boſom, and pall ev'ry Joy. 


SONG CCLXXXVI. 


In CONSTANCY REQUITED. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


ROM Nymph to Nymph my Heart had rov'd, 
The Brown, the Fair, my Flame approv'd ; 
he Pert, the Proud, by Turns have lov'd, 

And kindly fill'd my Arms. 

danc'd, I ſung, I talk'd, I toy'd; 

hile this I woo'd, I that enjoy'd ; 

nd ere the Kind with Kindneſs cloy'd, 

The Coy reſiga'd her Charms. 


ut now, alas! thoſe Days are done, 
TJ he Wrong'd are all reveng'd by one, 
ho like a frighted Bird is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here: 
gib! could I yet 2 recall, 
fore her Feet my Pride ſhou'd fall, 
nd for her Sake, forſaking all, 
I'd fix for ever there, 
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$8 ON G CCLXXXVIE:. 
Love's ELAC T. Ser by Mr. Battimill. 
1 Fauth, faithlefs Maid, 


Source of my Grief and Pain; 
Who with fond Her my Heart betray'd, | 
And fann'd Love” s kindling Flame; 55 


Yet gave from me th Hand, this Mora, 
To Coridon's rich Heir, 

Who with gay Veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous Fair. 


Adieu, my native Soil: e Vales, 
High Woods, and Hills: 

Adieu, ye Groves and flow'ry Dales, 
Clear Streams and cryſtal Rills: 


Adieu; ye bring into my Mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe wa Gs Days, 
When Iphis found Fanthe kind, 
And Pleaſure firew'd his Way.. 
Ere Dawn my homely Steps PI1 bend, 
Where diſtant Mountains riſe, * 
In Hopes that Reaſoh there may ſend : 
That Aid ſhe hert denies. 
That Time and Abſence may effuce F. 
Her Image from my Breait, | = 
Which, while ſhe there tainthins a Place, II. 


Can never taſte of Reſt. 
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SONG CCLXXXIX, 
The PruDenT Lovik. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


| fs CINDA mar my bo poſleſyd, 
And triumph'd o'er my Heart; 
Each Hour Sg ail, — and bleſs'd, 
'Twas more than Death to part. 
No jealous Fears intruding came, 
No anxious Doubts t'anhoy; | 
Our Thoughts, our Hopes were all the fate, 
All Tranſport, Love, and Joy- 


But ſoon the bliſsful Scene was oer, 
For ſoon ſhe fickle prov'd, 

ind left the Shepherd to deplote 
The rg of her he — 

Vet think not that for thee I grieve, 
Or pine at thy Diſdain ; 

There needs no Comfort to relieve, 
Nor Balm to heal my Pain. 


or when I think how falfe thou art, 
I thank the Gods above, * 


* 


Vho gave me Pow'r to wean my Heart 
From thy inconſtant Love. 

ut this, Lucinda, this 'expeRt, 
Rewarded thou thalt be; 


hou too, falſe Maid, ſhalt meet Neptea, 


—_ _ OS, — 
o ” 8 2 5 5 3 —_ 
> n — 


tom? 


SONG 'CCXE. V 
ReTiREMENT. Ser by Mr. Battiſhill. 


AREWELL the ſmoaky Town, adieu I. 

Each rude and ſenſual Joy; 
Gay, fleeting Pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in Poſſeſſion cloy, | 


Far from the garniſh'd Scene I'll fly, 
Where Folly keeps her Court, 

To wholeſome, ſound Philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural Sport. 


How happy is the humble Cell, 
How blen the deep Retreat, 

Where Sorrow's Billows never ſwell, 
Nor Paſſion's Tempeſts beat ! 


But ſafely thro? the Sea of Life, | | 
Calm Reaſon wafts us o'er, 

Free from Ambition, Noiſe, and Strife, B 
To Death's eternal Shore. 


SONG CCXCT. 
The REMONSTRANCE, 
Ser by Mr. Battiſhill. 
| 7 Ja, Love, thus ev'ry. Hout 
To puniſh me by her Diſdain ; 


You tyrannize to ſhew your Pow'r, 
And ſhe to triumph in my Pain. 


! 
J 
E 


You, who can laugh at human Woes, 
And Victims to her Pride decree, 
On me, your yielding Slave impoſe 


Your Chains, and leave the Rebel free. 
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How fatal are your poiſon'd Darts ! 

Her conqu'ring Eyes the Trophies boaſt, 
While you enſnare poor wand'ring Hearts, 
That in her Charms and Scorn are loſt. _ 


eu * and cruel, you deny 


Death, to eaſe me of my Care; 
Which ſhe delays, to make me try 
The Force of Beauty and Deſpair. 


8 O NG CCXCIL, 
The HArrr MztrTinG. 
Set by Dr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh. 


S Jamie 'd blithe his Way, 
A 155 abe Banks of Tweed; F N 
A bonny Laſs, as ever was, 

Came tripping o'er the Mead: 
The hearty Swain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom Nymph ſurvey'd; 
And full of Glee, as Lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty Maid. 


Dear Laſly, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here ? 
My Ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, Laddy, where? 
To Town ie hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle Sport to ſee ; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
Iſe ſeek the Ewes with thee. 


She gin her Hand, nor made a Stand, 
But like the Youth's Intent; 

O'er Hill and Dale, o'er Plain and Vale, 
Right merrily they went: ; 
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The Birds ſang ſweet the Pair ta greet, 
And Flowers bloom'd around; | 
And as they walk'd, of Love they talk'd, 


And Joys which Lovers cxown'd. 10 

And now the Sun had roſe to Noon, For 

(The Zenith of his Pow'r,) | 
When to a Shade their Steps they made, 


To paſs the mid-day Hour: 
The bonny, Lad raw'd, in his Plaid, 
Ky, 4; Loo Ir] 
he ſoon forgat wes ſhe 
And he to gang to Town. 


Gang in the Maſk of Auentn. Set Dr. Arne. 
| A oyth adorn'd with ev'ry Art, | 


To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, 

In ſecret mine poſſeſt, | 
In ſecret mine poſleſt :. _ 
The Morning Bud that faireſt blows, E 
The vernal Oak that ſtraighteſt grows, * 
His Face and Shape expreſt; | J. 
His Face and Shape expreſt. 1 
In moving Sounds he told his Tale, —_ 
Soft as the Sighings of the Gale, | In 
That wakes the flow'ry, Year, p 1 oft 
That wakes, &c, © | Sh 
What Wonder he could charm with Eaſe, Sg" 
Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, A 
Whom Love had made figcere ? 9 N. 
Whom Cove, Or. * N 'T 


* 
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At A and . 
The fatal Ev'ning heard h 4 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed: 
Tears that muſt ever, rer r fall; 
* no Sighs the paſt recall ; 
No Cries awake the 
No Cries awake the Dead, 


SONG CCXCIV. 


1 2 Dr. N. Sung at . 
Pa fon bd approve; 
at like che Bee, fo gay, ſo free, 
He merits not my Love: 
> From Maid to Maid his Heart has ſtray d, 
Which each new. Face has won; —— 
ly Spirit's great, a Share | hate, 
['l have him all or none, 4 


er Reas' ning ſuch, I wonder much. 
Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee ; ; 

or, oh ! the Fawn, that ips the Lawn, 

Is not ſo wild as the : 

ach am'rous Swain breath'd out his Pain; 
To all ſhe lends an Ear 

The Caſe is thus, and which of us 
In Love's moſt infincere ? 


often cry, Dear Kitty, why 
Should Youth in vain. be ſpent! 


n Hymen's Bands let's join our Hands, 
And live with each content : 
ut her Reply commands a Sigh, 
'Tis Damon, patient wait ; 
At 2 Grow 


4 
1 
. 
1 
f 
; 
9 


rr 
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Grow wiſe and mend, I'll be your Friend, 
And leave the reſt to Fate. | 


Ye Pow'rs above, who rule o'er Love, 
Our giddy Thoughts confine; 
My Heart would her to all prefer, 
ou'd ſhe be only mine: 
She thinks *tis ſtrange ! that I ſhou'd range: 
IT think ſhe waſtes her Charms; 
And plainly ſee, we ſhan't agree, 
Till in each other's Arms. 


s ON G CCXCV. 
The Words from Suk zs EAR. Sung at Ranelag 


OME, live with me, and be my Love, 

| And we will all the Pleaſures 2 
That Hille and Vallies, Dales and Fields, 

And all the craggy Mountain yields: 

There will we ſit upon the Rocks, 

And ſee the Shepherds feed their F locks, 

Near ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls 

Melodious Birds fing Madrigals. 


There will I make thee Beds of Roſes, 
With a Thouſand fragrant Poſies, . 
A Cap of Flowers, with a Girdle 
Embroider all with Leaves of Myrtle; 

A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull. 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my Love. 


Fur-lined Slipper for the Cold, | . 
With Buckles of the pureſt Gold; 

A Belt of Straw with Ivy Buds, 

And Coral Claſps, and Silver Studs ; 


pd = Hg 0 


b, 
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hepherd Swains ſhall dance and ing, 
* = Delight each May Morning. 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my Love. 


SONG CCXCOVT. | 
4A Nzw Draiocus in the SORCERER. 


DE REST M turn thme Eyes, 
Jocund Day begins to rife 5 * , 
See the Morn with Roſes crown'd 

Sprinkling Dew-drops on theGround : 
Love invites to yonder Grove, 
Where only Lovers dare to rove: 

Let us haſte, make no Delay, 

Cupid's Call we muſt obey. _ 
Let us haſte, make no Delay, 
Cupid's Call we muſt obey. 


be. Ah, Philander, I'm afraid: 
There poor Laura was betray'd 
By Young Strephor's ſubtle Wiles, 
, Words, and artful Smiles: 
Simple Maids are ſoon undone, 
When their fimple Hearts are won! 8 
Preſs me not; I muſt away, 
And Honour's ſtrĩct — obey. 
Preſs me not, Se. 


. Gentle Dapbne, fear not you; 
I'll be ever kind and true: 
Think no more of Laura's Fate, 
View yon Turtle and A* A * 
See how 


The Impulis of * — 3 


Like 
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Like them, my Fair, let's ſport and play; 
Nature prompts us to obey. 
Like them, Oe. f 


Sbe. Shepherd, I perceive your Aim, 
You and Strepbon are the ſame ; 
You like him would me betray, 
Should I truſt whate'er you ſay. 

He. "If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's Bands 
This Inſtant join our willing Hands. 

Sbe. The Invitation I obey, 1 
And Love with Honour will repay. C 
The Iavitation, Cc, . | 


Beth.No longer then the Moments waſte, 0, 
But to tne Altar let us haſte; 1 
But to the Altar let us haſte: I 
The Invitation we obey, x | 
And Love with Honour each repay. 
The Invitation we obey, 
And Love with Honour each repay. 


| 
bay — bpy — — D 8 


— 


1 S-O-NG. CCXCVIL 
* | Set by Dr. Arne. 


, AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes 
Reveal with what Ardour I glow ;. 


Reveal with what Ardour I glow : 
Well, what if they do? there's no Harm ſure, ſh 


cries ; Th 
I can but deny you, you know, you know 3 3 ] 
I can but deny you, you know.” No 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk. of thoſe Lips a Geet Kiſs ö 
"I would you the Favour * 2 1 


Say, would you the . beſtow ? _ f 
; Lord 


ſs, 


Lord 
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ord bleſs me ! ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this ! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
can but deny you, you know. 1 
uppoſe not contented, I ſtill aſk for more? 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow; 

For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow. 

uppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as be fore, 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


ome then, my dear Love, to the Wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 

Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go. | 
o, no, with a_Bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
| could not deny you, you know, you know ; 

I could not deny you, you know. 


- 


SONG CCXCVIE. 


Lovs and Consrancy. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. 


1 NG Time my Heart had rov'd, 
Inconſtant as the Wind; 

Each Girl I ſaw, I ſwore 1 lov'd, 
Till one my Heart confin'd ; 
Till one my Heart eonfin'd.. 


The Maid was blithe, was young and fair, 


From Affectation free; 
The Maid was blithe, was young and far 
1 From Affectation free: 

o Imperfection did appear, 

While ſhe look'd kind on me; 

No Imperfection did appear, 


While ſhe look'd kind on me. 
N 2 When 
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: When her my Pais I told, 
And all my Grief coafeſs'd, 
The Inſolence of female Pride 
Her cold Diſdain expreſs'd ; 
Her cold, e. 
The Beauty I efteem'd before, 
Appear'd Deformity ; 
The Beauty, Sc. 25 
Each Charm I thought a Charm no more, 
She was unkind to me; 


Fach Charm, Sc. 


Forbear, fond Youth, no more 
The Sex's Weakneſs ſcan ; 
*T was not Inconſtaney, or Pride, 
But Trial of the Man; | 
But Trial of the Man: / 
When Time had prov'd my Flame ſincere, 
She own'd the to me; 
When Time, c. E 
Not Love alone can win the Fair, 
But Love and Conſtancy ; 7 
Not Love, &c: 
| SONG CCXCIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh: | H 
DANN, fairer than a Flow'r, 
But uncertain as the Wind, N 


Ever trifling with her Pow'r, 
Meant alone to bleſs Mankind; 


Now with Smiles her Face adorning, T” 
She to Love my Heart invites; 
She to Love my Heart invites : T. 


| F But if Love I offer, ſcorning, 
= She with Frowns my Paſſion flights; 
i* She with Frowns my Paſtion ſhghts, 


Ol 
. 


F * 3 * 
AY 2 > 88 
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Oh! thou God of pleaſing Anguiſt,, 
If indeed a God you be, | 
Teach the Tyrant how to languiſh,, 
Make her — and Eyes agree: 
But if wilful ſhe refuſes 
To obey the Powers divine; 
To obey the Powers divine; 
Make the — whom firſt ſhe chuſee, 
Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine; 
Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine. 


SONG CC. 


Set by Dr. Arne. Sang at Ranelagh. 
Search the Fields of ev'ry Kind, 
The faireſt Flow'rs I choſe, | 
And ſent them in a Wreath to bind 
| My Raſalinda s Brows ; 
My Roſalinda's Brows. 


Here Hyacinthus, ting'd with Blood, 
In purple Beauty glows ; | 1 
There, burſting from the a Bud, 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe; 75 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe. | 


Here Violets of purple Hue, 
Chaſte Lilies white as Sno Ww. 
Narciſſuſes, that drink of the Dew, 
And near the Fountain blow; 
And near the Fountain blow. 


To boaſt thy Charms when crown'd with thoſe, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous Maid! X 


Thy Face, that blooms ſo like the Roſe, 
Like that, alas! will fade; 
Like that, alas! will fade. 


| (> Every Verſe to be repeated, © 
on N 3 SONG 
* 


: 
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s oN CCCI. 
The Dusr-Ca RT. A favourite Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


S tink'ring Tom thro? Streets his Trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſting by; 
In Duſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich Cinders round her lovely Waiſt : 
Tom with uplifted Hands th' Occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing Strains, th' Maid addreſt. 


AIX. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your Cart, 
To pick up Duſt, you 2 Hearts; 
You take up Duſt, and ſteal our Hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 

And dwells among the Duſt with you; 
And dwells among the Duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sia, eaſe my Pain; 

Give me my Heart, you ftole, again; 
Give me my Heart, out of your Cart; 
Give me my Heart, you ſtole, again. 


REcITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble Rout, 

xalting rolPd ber ſparkling Eyes about:: 
She heav'd her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Sloe, 
And look'd Diſdain on little Folks below: 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, 
And then, feſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd; Stop, John 


AIR. 
Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry Croud oppreſt? 
7 ved * Ambition 


cry, 


ac'd, 


reſt, 


tion 
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Ambition now my Soul does fire; 
The Youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart;. 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart. 


SONG CCCII. 
A favourite Two-part Song. 


W HEN Phæbus the Tops of the Hills does 
a | ado; . | 7 No © 
How ſweet is the Sound of the echoing Horn !. 
When the antling Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 
Erecting his Ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain: 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in View of the 
glorious Game. | j 


O ſee how again he rears up his Head, 

And winged with Fear he redoubles his Speed : 

But, oh! *'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe 
the Cries : 

For now his Strength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants till with well-ſcented Hounds ſur- 
rounded he dies. HY 5 


SONG. cen. 
Sung in The Cuſtom of the Manor. 
HEN the Roe is in Bud, and blue Violets 
blow, | 2 8 : 
And the Birds ſing us Love Songs from everyBough, 
When Cowſlips and Daiſies, and Daffodils, ſpread. 


Adorning, perfumes the flowery Mead, 
| 4 Our 


7 * 
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Our cleanly Milk-Pail 
Is fill'd with brown Ale; 
Our Table, our Table's the Graſs: 
There we fit and we ſing, 
And we dance in a Ring, 
And every Lad has his Laſs; 


There we fit and we ſing, and we dance in a Ring, 
And every Lad, every Lad has his Lafs. 


When without the Plough the fat Oxen do low, 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep-ſhearing go; 
Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 
How much richer than that which they ſay was 
in Greece / 81 
*Tis our Cloth, and our Food, 
And our politic Blood; 
»Tis the Seat which our Nobles all fit on: 
Tis a Mine above Ground, 
Where our Treaſure's all found, 
»Tis the Gold, and the Silyer of Britain; 
*T'is a Mine above Ground, where our-T reaſure's 
all found, 
"Tis the Gold, and the Silver of Britain. 


s Oo NO CCCIV. 
Sung at Vaurball. Sec by Dr. Arne. 


URE Sah is the lovelieſt Laſs 
That e'er gave Shepherd Glee ; 
Not May-Day, in its Morning-Dreſs, 

Is half fo fair as ſhe : 
Let Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancy'd Forms adore; 
| Ye Bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
- You'd think on thoſe no more, 


8 


Ns 


* 
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2 
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No more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's Love- taught wy : 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful Swains, 
The ripe Temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe ike me you'll wear her Chains, 
Like me you'll be undone, | 


Once in my Cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn; 
More ſportive than the Kid L kept, 


I wanton'd o'er the Lawn : 
To ev'ry Maid Love-Tales I told, ; 

And did my Truth aver; a 
Yet, ere the parting Kiſs was cold. 

I laugh'd at Love and her. 8 


But now the gloomy Grove I ſeek, © . 
Where Love-lorn Shepherds ſtray; 
There to the Winds my Grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my Soul away: 
Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee; | 
For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 
And laughs at Love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs, 
So late my only Care, | 
Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not where 
Alas ! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat : 
My Lambkins loſt, adieu ! 
No more we on the Plains ſhall meet;. 
For loK's your Shepherd too. 


N 5 $ONG 


1 


I 94 J 


SONG CCCV. | 
ICK of the Town, fair Delia flew 


To Contemplation's rural Seat ; 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain World, adieu, 
| Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The Moſs-grown Roof, the matted Floor; 
All theſe ſhe da mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy World again 

She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, 

Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind : 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 

By Turns her fickle Fancy fill ; 

The World ſeem'd all within her Power; 
But yet ſne wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and Groves by Turns were try'd; 
*Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale, 
Delia at length became a Bride, 
A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 
Behold, at once the Gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind; — and from that Hour 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 
| 


SONG CCCVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and SarLy, 


H AT * May-day of Life is for Pleaſure, 
For Singing, for Dancing, and Show; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a "Treaſure 
In ſighing, and crying—Heigho ! 
202 | * Youth, 


Let's 
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Let's copy the Bird in the Meadows; 
By hers tune your Pipe when *tis low: 

Fly round, and coquette 1t as ſhe does, 
And never fit crying—Heigho! 


Though, when in the Arms of a Lover, \ 
It ſometimes 'may happen, I know, 
or: MT bat, ere all your Toying is over, 
' We cannot help crying —Heigho! 

In Age ev'ry one a new Part takes; 
| had to my Sorrow tis ſo » , * 
hen old, you may cry till your Heart aches, 
But no one will mind you—Heigho!: 


« 
: 


= 


SONG cccovil, © 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in ARTAXERXES. 


HE Soldier, tir'd of War's Alarms, 
Forſwears the Clang of hoſtile Arms, 
And ſcorns the Spear and Shield; 

ut if the brazen Trumpet ſound, 

e burns with Conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the Field. 


Ir 


SONG CCCVILL 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Lovz in a VILLAGE. 


a I'S not Wealth, it is not Birth, 
Can Value to the Soul convey : 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior Worth, | 

Which Chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


Let“ q N 6 Like 
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Like the Sun true Merit new, 10 1 
By Nature warm, by Nature bright ; 
With inbred Flames he nobly glows, 


Nor needs the Aid of borrow'd Light. 


ene Tet... 
| Damon and FLoRELLA. A Dialogue. 
by =” a Sung in The SoxcErRER. 


He. As T, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
See the ſportive Lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the Ground, 

All in Honour of the May 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 
+ Often held me in the Dale: 
Take, 'o6h | Damen, while J live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
- Ferapted by the vernal Hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 
If F hrell; is not by. 


A Sbe. Not the Warer's gentle Fall, 
4 By the Bank with . erown'd, 
Not the feather'd Sangiters all, 


| Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
| Can delight Flarella's Ear, 
If her Damon is not near. £ 
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„ese ee 


J, 


Bath, 


Like the chearful Seaſon gay: 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 

Tribute ro the fragrant May: 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


3 SONG CCCX. 
Trs FAlzzsr of the Fals. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Joſeph Baildon. 


Ber!“ wilt thou gang with me, 

Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting Towa ? 
Can filent Glens have Charms for thee, 
The lowly Cot and ruſſet Gown ? 
Nae longer dreſt in ſilken Sheen, 
Nae longer deckt wi” Jewels rare; 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly Scene, 
Where thou were Faire of the Fair? 


O Beth when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a Wiſh behind ? 

Say, canſt thou face the flaky Snaw, 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern Wind ? 
Say, can that ſaft and gentleſt Mein, 
Severeſt Hardſhips learn to bear? 3 
Nor ſad regret each courtly Scene. 2 
Where thou wert Faireft of the Fair? 


O Beth! can'ſt thou love fa true, 09) 30% 
Thro? Perils keen wi'me to gae ? M4 | 
Or when miſhap the Swain ſhould rue, 
To ſhare with him the yy of Woe ? ok 
Or when invading Pains befall, 1 

Wilt thou aſſume the Nurſe's Care ? 


1 — 


Nor 


- 
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Nor wiſhful thoſe gay Scenes recall, 
Where thou wert #aireft: of the Fair Po 


And when at laſt thy Love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting Breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling Sigh, 
And chear with Smiles the Bed of Beat? 
And wilt thou o'er his mpch-lov'd Clay 
Strew Flowers, and drop the tender Tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe Scenes ſo ay, 


Where thou wert Faire of the Fair ? 


$ONG ox 20 
The BTR op. 


© 


Sung by Mr. Raworth, at Marybone-Gurdenu, 


T HE Bird that hears * Neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for Food, 

Returns impatient thro” the Sky, 
To nurſe the callow Brood: 

The tender Mother knows no Joy, 
But bodes a thouſand Harms; 

And fickens for the darling Boy, 

When abſent from her Arms. 


Such Fondneſs with Impatience join'd, 

My faithful Boſom fires ; 

Now forc'd to leave my Fair behind, 

The Queen of my Deſires : | 

The Pow'rs of Verſe too languid prove, 
All Similes are vain, - Naa af 

To ſhew how ardently I love, „telt of 

Or to relieve my Nein. 20 19 du 0 


#4 
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The Saint with fervent Zeal inſpir'd, 
For Heav'n and Joy divine; 
The Saint is not with Rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine: 
I take what Liberty I dare, 
»Twere impious to ſay more; 


Convey my Longings to the Fair, 
The Goddeſs I adore,  - 


$ O N G.. CCCXIL 5 
The Queen of Mary. '- 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh, : 


Wy 'R Y Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May ; 
Rifle for her Brows the Spring; 
Make her as the Seaſon gay ; 
Make her as the Seaſon gay. 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour; 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour; 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his Sweetneſs now delights ; 22 

By his Side, the maiden Roſe Rae; 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites ; aut cache” 
With her, &c. * 

Such, ſo fragrant and ſo gay. 


Is the blooming Queen of May; Ne 
15 Such, ſo fragrant, Sc. P 4 
0 Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 7 
4 Soon he droops his Janguid Head. 
he 165125 SS From 
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From the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None inviting to her Bed; 
None, '&c. 

Such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 

Soon ſhall be the Queen of May; 

Such, tho* now, c. 


Tho? theu art a rural Queen, 
By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains ; 
In thy Shrine not long remains. 
Bleſs then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 
Who deferves thy Love and 'Truth : 


- Bleſs then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 


Who deſerves thy Love and Truth ; 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 


SONG ccexm. 
AMANDA. 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


Y the dew-beſprinkled Roſe ; 
By the Blackbird piping clear; 

By the Weſtern Gale, that blows 

Fragrance on the vernal Fear; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer figh in vain : 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer figh in vain. 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold 
By the filver Lily's Light ; 
By thoſe Meads, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in Green and White; 
1 | Hear, 


/ 
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Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain. 
And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again: 
Hear, Er. * 


By the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
By the Muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted Face, 
Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes 3 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain: 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


s ON G  CCCXIV. 


LANDER and SYLVIA : 4 Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
HILE Bloſſoms deck each ver- 


dant Spray, 
And Flora breathes the Sweets of May, 
PII leave my Flock to frolic free, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee ; 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee, - 


via, What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 
While Tray is fleeping by my Swain? 
Would'ſ thou not think the Minutes dear, 


And rail at me that kept thee hear ? 
And rail, Sc. 


il, Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Note, 
The Linnet ſtop his liquid Throat. 
via, So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 


And only jeſt, when you betray; 
And only, Sc. 


r, Deck 


il. 


7 
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\ Deck but your Song with Truth alone, 
My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own. - 
Phil. The Turtle ſhall forſake his Love, 
I Ere I to thee inconſtant prove ; 
Ere I, &c. 


Both, When Beauty opens all her Charms, 
: And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, 
Sweet Peace and Love take up their Cron: 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne; 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


s ON G CCCXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Words by Mr. Shenſtone. 


H EN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What Anguilh J felt at my Heart; 
| And I thought, but it might not be ſo, 
= - She was ſorry to ſee me depart. | 
x She caſt ſuch a languiſhing View, 
bi | My Path I could ſcarcely diſcern; © / 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the Grove 1 had Jabour'd to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I bafted, and planted it there. 
Her Voice ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
Il: 'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere J haſte to the Plain, | 
Come, Shepherds, and tell of her Ways; 

I could lay down my Life for the Swain 

Who would fiag me a Song in her Praiſe. 


A oh. * 
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While he ſings, may the Maids of the Town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 

Nor on him let Hebe once frown, . 
Tho' J cannot allow her to ſmile, 


To fee, when my Charmer goes by, 
Some Hermit peep out of his Cell, 
How he thinks of his Youth with a Sigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well ; 
On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool Boſom of Age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, , 
Such Softneſs will ruin the Sage. 


I've ſtole from no Flowrets that grow, 
To deck the dear Charms I approve, 
For what can a Bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo delightful as Love ? 
I fing in a ruſtical Way, | 
A Shepherd, and one of the Throng; 
Yet Hebe approves of my Lay: 
Go, Poets, and envy my Song. 


SONG CCCXVI. 


Sang in Comus.. 


Xro Phabus finkech in the Weſt, 1 ö 


Welcome Song, and welcome Jeſt; 
Midnight Shouts and Revelry, don 
Tipſy — and ſollity: | 
Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, , . 
Dropping Odours, n ; 

Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine, _ 


Rigour 


[ 284 J 
Rigour now is gone to Bed 
Aud Advice with ſerup'lous Head; 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie; 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie. 


sON G cœcxvi. 
Sung in the Serenata of SOLOMON. 


E LL me, lovely Shepherd, where 
Thou feed'ſt at Hoon thy fleecy Care: 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat 
That guards thee from the Mid-day Heat; 
Leſt by thy Flocks I lonely ſtray, 
Without a Guide, and loſe my Way: 
| Where reſt at Noon thy bleating Care, 
Gentle-Shepherd, tell me where, 


SONG CCCXVIIT. 
The Un1on of Lovs and Wine. 
De Wards by Mr. Wotty, Set by Mr. Baildon. 


55 W IT H Women and Wine I defy ev'ry Care, 
For Life without theſe is a Bubble of Air; 

For Life without theſe, Sc. | of 

Each helping the other, in Pleaſure I roll, 

And a new Flow of Spirits enlivens my Soul ;. 

Each helping the other, Ce. 


Let grave ſober Mortals my Maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my Conduct for them; 

J care not how much my Meaſures decline, 

Let 'm have their own Humour, ard I will have 
mine. Wine 


1 5 J 


Vine prudently us'd will our Senſes improve, 
Tis the Spring- Tide of Life, and the Fuel of Love; 
\nd Venus ne er look'd with a Smile fo divine, 


\s when Mars bound his Head with a Branch from 
the Vine. 


hen come, my dear Charmer, thou Nymph 
half-divine, | 
Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me with 
Wine ; 
hen giving and taking, in mutual Return, 
he Torch of our Loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But hould'ſt thou my Paſſion for Wine diſapprovg, 
My Bumper I'll quit, to be bleſt with thy Love; 
For rather than forfeit the Joys of my Laſs, 

My Bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my Glaſs. 


SONG C k Xx. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, inthe Joviar Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 


N O Woman her Envy can ſmother, 
Tho? never fo vain of her Charms; 

If a Beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The Pride of her Heart it alarms, ' 

New Conquefts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her Power grows leſs ; 

Her poor little Heart is ſtill aching 

At Sight of another's Succeſs. 


But Nature deſign'd, in Love to Mankind, 
That different Beauties ſhon'd move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign, 
ve Sole Monarch in Empire of Love. 
ne Then 
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Then Tearn to be wiſe, new Triumphs deſpiſe, 

And leave to your Neighbours their Due; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by Degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


SONG CCCXX, 
CanTAaTa. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


ReciTATIVE.. 


AR Northward as the Dane extends his Sway, 


Where the Sun glances but a ſloping Ray, WDn;i 
Beneath the Thicket of a ſhady Grove, 
Cleonicus petitioned thus to Jove: 


AIX. 
Where, Jove, ſhall I a Fair-one find, 
With ev'ry Beauty grac'd; | 
To pleaſe a fond defiring Mind, 
And ſuit an am'rous Taſte ? 


RBeciTATIVE.. 


Indulgent Fowe, the Swain's Petition heard, 
And thus, in Strains harmonious, Anſwer made ; 


AIR. 


If you would with Beauty meet, 
Love inſpiring, ſparkling Wit; 
To Britain's . Iſle remove, 
The Seat of Beauty, and of Love. 


SONG 
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so NG CCCXXI. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Lr zx. 


E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles per- 
lex, | | 
ſhom Folly miſguides and Infirmities vex ; 

hoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 
ho riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; 
Obey the glad Summons, to Leibe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
Ys Care ; | | | op 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all yo 


Care, 


* 


d Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in vain, 
d young ones the Rovers they cannot regain 

e Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
d Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy d: 
Obey then the Sammons, to Letbe repair, 

and drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care 
and drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


* 


e Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 

drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants; 

de Troubled in Mind may go chearful away, 

d Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy Today: 

Obey then the Summons, to Letbe repair, 

gow. deep of the Stream, and forget all your 

are; 

— of the Stream, and forget all your 

gl | 2 91 


E . 
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SONG CCCXXIL . 
D TIA: A Paſtoral. T. 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE gentle Swan, with graceful Pride, 
Her gloſſy Plumage laves; 
And failing down the filver Tide, 
_ Divides the whiſp'ring Waves: 
The filver Tide that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the Bird muſt be; on 
But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 
A parent — in — Mood, 
On yonder Fruit-Tree 
And ſtill the nt Neſt he view'd, 
That held her feather'd Young : 
Tho? dear to her maternal Heart, 
The genial Brood muſt be ; 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth Part, Wn H 
As Delia is to me. 


The Roſes that my Brow ſurround, 
Were Native of the Dale ; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a Garland bound, 
Before their Hue pale : 
My vital Blood would thus be froze, 
If lacklefs torn from thee ; bu 
© For what the Root is to the Roſe, Tl 
My Dela is to me. ©: 
Two Doves I found like new-fall'n Snow, 
So white the beauteous Pair; 
The Birds to Delia I'll beftow, 
They're like her Boſom fait: 
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May they, of our connubial Love, 
A happy Omen be; 


Then ſuch fond Bliſs as Turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


40 S O NG cccx xl. 
By Mr. Pope. | 


APPY the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care 
A few paternal Acres bound,- 
ontent to breath his native Air- 
| In his own Ground. 


Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire; - 
hoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, 
| In Winter Fire. 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 

Hours, Days, and Years, ſlide ſoft away, 

n Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by Day. 


Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 
ind Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With Meditation. 


bus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 

Thus unlamented let me die, 

Steal from the World, and not a Stons 
Tell where 1 lie, 


Q 


nog II 


Vhoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 


191 
s ON G CCCXX1V. 


Sung in Comvs, 


Y the paily-circling Glaſs 
We can ſee how Minutes paſs ; 
BY the hollow Caſk are told 

ow the waning Night grows old ; 
How the waning Night grows old: 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Da 
Drives us from our Sport x Play : le te 
What have we with Day to do? or £ 
Sons of Care, *twas made for you ; jut u. 
Sons of Care, twas made for you. et, 
s ON G CCCXXV. Y, 
Set by Dr. Arne. _ 
Met in our Village a Swain “other Day: Il de 


He 4 me, and begg d me a. Moment f he 
ay: 
Then 8 and, in Language I ne'er heard be- 


ore, 

He w—_— much of Love, and ſome Pains that he 
re: | 

But what was his Meaning I know not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how, 


Each Morning the Jeſſamine, Vi'let and Roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine Things in myBreaf:: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


Vet, alas | wy poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
| At 
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t my Feet the young Shepherd for ever | ſee, 
roteſting he never lov'd any but me; 
e gazes with Tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
\nd ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
ut what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


et, alas ! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faſt from his Eyes, 

Ind hear him, poor Youth ! breathe a thouſand 
of Sighs; 

le tells me, no Nymph in the World is like me, 

or Shepherd alive ſo unbappy as be: 

ut what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 

et, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


hy does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 
ad ſay that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain? 
deed, ever fince, his ſad Fate I deplore, 

nd I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more 
Il do all I can to relieve him, I vow, - 2 


f he will be ſo kind as to teach me but how. 


SONG CCCXXVT. 
Sg by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior. 


A S Chle came into the Room t'other Day, 

I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 
your Life-time you never — our Hour; 
ou promis d at Two, but look, Child! tis Four: 

Lady's Watch needs neither Figures or Wheels; 
Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals: 
Temper fo heedleſs no Mortal can bear. — 
hus far I went on with a reſolute Air; 
hus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 


At O 2 Lord 


* 


Of Liquor home- brew d, to Succeſs of the Mill. 


| R 3 Th: 
Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak; 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe- bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a Degree 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the Left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it ha 

made! 

So ſaying, her Boſom, ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 
'That Scene of Delight I with Wonder Rnd 
And forgot ev'ry Word I defign'd to have ſaid, 


8 ONG CCCXXxVI... 


E A R the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of h. 
Hill, WI 
A free hearted Fellow attends on his Mill; 
Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong roſy Hue o'er H Ma 
Face, | (ALE 
And Honeſty gives e'en to Aukwardneſs Grace: 
Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at Night is as bleſt as a King ; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full Swill 


He makes no nice Scruples of Toll for his Trade, 
For that's an Exciſe to his Induſtry paid: 

His Conſcience is free, and his Income is clear, 
And he values not them of Ten Thouſand a Yea! 
He's a Freehold: ſufficient to give him a Vote; 


At Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat : 


He hates er proud Placemen; and, do what th 
will, ry 


They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch Man of the Mil 


On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 
And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the __ 
1 0 


| I a J 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
Trade, 4 ad 
Nor good Hritiſ Coin be in Subſidies: paid : 
He fears the French Navy and Commerce increaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have Peace: 
Tho* Old England, he knows, may have Strength, 
and have Skill, 
To protect all her Manors, and ſave his own Mill. 


With this honeſt Hope he goes home to his Work, 

And if Water is ſcanty he takes up his Fork, 

And over the Meadows he ſcatters his Hay, 

Or with the ſtiff Plough turns up Furrows of Clay: 

His Harveſt is crown'd with good Znghi/b Glee, 

That his Country may ever be happy and free: 

With 5 — 1 and his Heart to King George does 
e fill, | 

will May all loyal Souls act the Man of the Mill. 


SONG » CCOXXVIIE, 


| 4 CanrTarTa. 
Js, h Dr. Arne, aw fung by "Mrs. Pinto, ar 
l. ; | Vauxhall. 2-3 
de, AIX. 
HY, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in Vain, 
My firm Reſolves to move; 


al My Heart, alas! may feel the Pain, 
But ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 


| RECITATIVE. 
Perfidious too, like all the reſt, 
l Is faithleſs Damon grown: 


Ah! can't thou ſeek to wound the Breaſt, 
That pants for thee alone ? 
4 O 3 Arx, 


— — 5 —_— A — 
2 — DR 


Sung by Mi/+ Davies, at Marybone Gardens, 
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Alx. 


No- for a Thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 

The Heart that could admire thy Face, 

Can hate thee for thy Mind. 


'$S ON G CCCXXIX., 


Hayey HowvuRs 


APPY Fours, all Hours excelling, 
When retir'd from Crowd and Noiſe ; I he 


Happy is that filent Dwelling, Th 
Fill'd with ſoft poſſeſſing Joys: | 
Happy's that contented Creature, T! 
Who with feweſt Things is pleas'd, Ht 
And conſults the Voice of Nature, Bi 
When of roving Fancy eas'd. H 
Ev'ry Paſſion wiſely moving, T 
Juſt as Reaſon turns the Scale; | L 
v*ry State of Life improving, 
That no anxious Thoughts prevail : B 
Happy Man, who thus poſſeſſes A 
Life with ſome Companion dear; | 
Joy imparted ſtill increaſes, \ 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. ; 
| I 
/ 
\ 
; 


SONG 


44 
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SONG CCCXXX, 
The YeLLow-Hair'd Lanbis. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Arne. 


N April when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 

And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain, 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie Mas oftentimes yo, 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn. 

Trees grow : | 

There under the Shade of an old facred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſung his Loves Evening and 

Morn: ; | 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting. a Sound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſaid : Tho? young Molly be fair, 

Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud Air; 

But Say is handſome, and ſweetly can fing, 

Her Breath, like the Breeze, gives Perfumes to 

the Spring : 

There's Jem in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 

Like the Moon is inconſtant, and never ſpeaks 
Truth ; 

But Sa is faithful, good-humour'd and free, 

And fair as the Goddeſs that ſprung from the Sea, 


My Lady's fine Daughter, with all her great Dower, | 


Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour ; 
But /, who knows neither Riches nor Scorn, 
Is mild as the Bluſhes that paint the new Morn : 
Ah! Friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I be, 
Wou'd my Say but ſmile, and her Parents agree; 
What more could I wiſh for? — My S's the whole, 
The Joy of my Eyes, and the Pride of. my Soul. 

O 4 SONG. 


| 
| 
| 
V 
l 
1 


mmm n 
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. $ ON G , CCCXXXNI. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, ia As YOU LIKE rr. 


HEN Daiſies py'd, and Vi'lets blue, 
| And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, 
And Lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight; 

The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 

Mocks marry*d Men; for thus fings he: 


_ Cuckow! Cuckow ! on! Word of Fear, 


Unpleafing to a marry'd Ear; 
Unpleafing to a marry'd Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmen's Clocks ; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks ; 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 


Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: 


Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh ! Word of Fear, 
Uapleaſing to a marry'd Ear; 
Vnplealing to a marry'd Ear, 


SONG CCCXXXIL, 
An Ove to Ecno. Set by Dr. Hayes, 
| f > - $56 | 
AUGHTER ſweet of Voice and Air, 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 
From the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound; 
From the ſwelling Surge that roars 
_ *Gainit the Tempeſt-beaten Shores; 
| From 
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From the filent moſs-grown Cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philomel; 


Where, unſeen of Man, you lie, 
Queen of Woodland Harmony. 


RECITATIVI:. 


Liſten, Nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narci//us burn; 
Hark ! the heav*nly Song begins; 
Air, be ſtill ; breathe ſoft, ye Winds ; - 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd Choir, 
While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. 


Als. 


See, each Eye, each raviſh'd Ear, 

Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear 
All around Enchantment reigns, 

Such the Magick of her Strains ; 
Strains which, if thou can'ſt but learn, 
Soon will make Narci Nu burn. 


RECITATIVE. 


Echo, ſhould they fail to move 

His obdurate Heart to Love; 

Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, £ +4 
Borrow her enchanting Air. 


A1R. 


Learn her Eaſe and Elegance 
Of Motion, in the airy Dance; 
Learn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
Thro' the light fantaſtic Maze: 
Add a thouſand Charms untold, 
Should Narciſſus ſtill be cold; 
Charms, the leaft of which would move 
om His obdurate Heart to Love. 
Pa O 5 8 O-N &- 
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SON G CCCXXXIIL. 


Sung in the DouBLE DISAPPOINTMENT, 


Herever I'm going, and all the Day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a Throng, 
I find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your Name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill in 
my Song. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a Kiſs of your ſweet Lips for me. 


Since the firſt Time I ſaw you I take no Repoſe; 
J ſleep all the Day to forget half my Woes : 
So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick | fear it will burn thro' my Clothes, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Hair for me. 


In my Conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my Grave, 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 

And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

Pour pretty black Eyes for me. W's 

On that happy Day, when I make you my Bride, 

With a ſwinging long Sword, ho# P11 frat and 

PH ftride ! 

In a Coach and. Six Horſes with Honey I'll ride, 

As before you I walk to the Church by your Side. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white Fiſt for me. 


- 


8ONG 
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SONG CCCXXXIV. 
Sung in Co u u 8. 


H E wanton God, who pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 

But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine; 
Roſy Wine, roſy Wine, 

Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 


Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd/; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh. Fops are 

To rid me of dull Company ; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free;. 
To rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe ;. 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe : 

No jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt; 
Break my Reſt, break my Reſt, . 
Nor ff s Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 


Why ſhould they e'er give me Pain, 
Who to give me Joy diſdain? 

All I hope of mortal Man, 

Is to love me while he can; 
While he can, while he can, 

Is to love me while he can. 


SONO. CCOXXENT. 
Sang at Vauxhall. 


1 wander not unſeen, 
y row-Elms on Hillocks green; 
* O 6 There 
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There the Ploughman, near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 
And the Milkmaid fingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 
And ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


Or let the merry Bells ring round, 
And the jocund Rebecks ſound, 

To many a Youth and many a Maid 
Dancing in the wh Shade, 


SONG CCCXXXVI. 
The SYCAMORE SHADE. 
* by Dr. Arne, and ſung by Mrs. Pinto, ot 


Vauxhall. 


1 Day, as I ſat in the Sycamore Shaat, 

| Young Damon came whiſtling along; 

I trembled, I bluſh'd—a poor innocent Maid, 
And my Heart caper'd up to my Tongue: 

Silly . I cry'd, fie! what a Flutter is here, 
Young Damon deſigns you no III; | 

The Shepherd's ſo civil, you've nothing to fear, 
Then prithee, fond Urchin, he ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my Feet 
One Kiſs he demanded, no more; 

But urg'd the ſoft Preſſure with Ardour ſo ſweet, 
1 could not begrudge him a Score: 

My Lambkins Pe kiſs'd,and no Change ever found, 
Many Times as we play'd on the go in; 

But Damon's dear Lips made my Heart to rebound, 
„ Not SOR the fond en lie fill. as 

n 
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When the Sun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade, 


For Shelter, I'm ſure to repair; 
And Virgins, in faith, Im no longer afraid, 
Altho” the dear Shepherd be there : 
At . ſond Kiſs that with Freedom he takes, 
eart may rebound if it will; 
There $ ſomething ſo ſweet in the Buſtle it makes, 
PII die e eber I bid it lie ſtill, | 


SONG  CCCXXXVII, 


A favourite Song. Set by Mr. Barthelemon, and 


ſung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 


ENTLE Damon, ceaſe to woo me, 
*Tis in vain you thus purſue me; 
Sighs and Tears cannot ſubdue me; 
Nor can change my conſtant Heart. 


Young 1 generous Paſſion 
Tau gb t me firſt ſoft Inclination 


Never ſhall your fly Perſuaſion 
Make me act a treacherous Part. 


Gentle Damon, ceale, Oc. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then, this Complaining, 25 
Such perfidious Arts diſdaining ; 212 
Let bright Honour, once more reigning, 
To your Soul its Rays 1 impart. | 
Gentle Damon, ceaſe, De. | 
* "x 2 
SON G ' CCOXXXVIIL, 4 
The Fairy. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


4 


N Days of Yore, when on the Plain 
Queen Mad, with all her fairy Train, 


LY © 
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In fportive Gambols took Delight, 
By Cyatha's borrow'd ſilver Light, 
I cer our Grandames did amils, 
| The Puniſhment, ye Fair, was this: 


Was Lady Mary ever known. 

To toy with Celadon alone; > 

Did Avarice her Boſom fill. 

With Paſſion ſtrong for dear Quadrille ; 
Qr did her Heart for Dancing beat, 
Then bliſtered were her Hands and Feet. 


If once too ſmall ber Ruff ſhe wore, 
Her Petticoat too ſhort before; 

Or if to catch the Gazer's Sight, 
She us'd the Arts of Red and White; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy Crew, 
Was ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


- Rut far more happy Days we fix, 
The Brit;6 Dames of Sixty-fix. 
Are not afraid of rigid-Elves,. 
They know no Guardian but themſelves :. 
The Tell-tale Race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me - nor think the Leſſon rude. 


Since preſent Times are juſt as bad, : 
And ev'ry one is Pleaſure- mad, 
This Method I ſhould think the beſt;, 
To keep a Fairy in your Breaſt, | 
Who nel er for Trifles ſhould make War, 
ut hem you chance to go too far. 


* 
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SONG CCCXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Lovz ina VitLace: 
2 of thoſe Wenches! they make ſuch a 
A other, mY 


When once they have let'n a Man have his Will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his Carriage. 
What thof he ſpeak em ne'er ſo fairely, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade em, 
Till Promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you——ed rot it | 
Their CharaQer's. plaſted, they're ruin'd, undone : 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, | | 
There is but one Cure, Sir; | 


And all their Diſcourſe is of Marriage. 


$ONG Qccxl. _ 
Set and auriten by Lord Middleſex. | | 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, : 
Where Arno rolls his Silver Stream, l 
How briſk the „ the Swains how gay! 

Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: 'l 
The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, | 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; ö 
All look'd as Joy could never fai! 
Among the Sweets of Arn Vale. | 


But fince the Palemon dy d, 
The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride, 
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Now Arno's Sons muſt all give Place 
To Northern Men, an Iron Race : 
The Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er ; 
Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goth. prevail 
Adieu the Sweets of ra s Vale! 


SONG CCCXLIT. 


CHRARMINO BESSsx. 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranclagh, 


8818 T me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
| With Numbers ſoft and witty ; 
To Be/jz I inſcribe the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty : 
To Be 1 inſcribe the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
Catch, catch, * Groves, the am'rous Song; 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 

To praiſe my charming 55; 

My lovely, charming 3%. 


Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 

Who glories in undoing, 

And proudly bids the Wretch . 
Rejoicing in his * ; Teſt 
And proudly, 3 

Such haught A I deteſt ; 775 
Lora them, while 1 reſt 4 IT. 


_ let me 
pon thy —— Breaſt, 
* lovely, — B's 9605 1 28 In 


My toy > 3 os « 2B 
y lovely, Cc. 2 20:45:45 81 
* 'F j 


L 395 ] 
The Roſe I'll pluck to deck her Head, 
The Vi let and the Panſy: | 
The Cowſlip too ſhall quit the Mead, 
To aid my am'rous Fancy; 
The Cowllip, &c. 
Ye fragrant Siders of the Spring, byes 
Who ſhed your Sweets on Zepkyr's Wing 
Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Atound my charming Be//j ; 
Around, Sc. 


When Ev*ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
The Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I fee before my Eyes 
Thy well-known Form returning. 
On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant Theme, 
My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Be/j ; 


Thou lovely, charming 3. 
SONG Cœc XLII. 4 
Colin and Prozne, f 
Let by Mr, Howard. Sung at Ratelagh. | 


W HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Cowllips adorn the gay Green, 


The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contrivute to brighten the Scene ; 
The Roſes, refreſtitd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to{brightan the Scene. 
| In a Cottage, retir'd, there live 
X Young Colin, and Phæbe the Fair; 
he 


1 306 J 
The Bleſſings each other receive, 
ö ; In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare ; 
[} The Bleſſings each other receive, 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare. 
And the Lads and the Laſſes that dwell on the Plain, 
il Sing in Praiſe of fair Phæbe, and Colin her Swain. 


The Sweets of Contentment ſupply 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride 


No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, | A 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride; L 
No Wants, Cc. 

He wiſhes no greater Delight 


Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 
And return to his Phebe at Night, 
His innocent Toil to repay ; ' 
And return, e. , 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the Dale. 


IF deligbiful her Lover appears, 

The Fair-one partakes of his Bliſs + 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his Cares, 

And heals all his Pains with a Kiſs? 

If dejected, c. 

She deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 

That is practis'd in City and Court; 
Thinks Happineſs no where complete, 
Zut where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort ; 

Thinks Happineſs, c. 

And the Lads tells the Laſſes they die in. Deſpair, I 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phebe the Fair. It 
| 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 


mm” — Sr. LNOwHa 


And each innocent Fair-one betray, # 0 
No longer be faithleſs in Love, z * 
The of Honour obe; K 


* 


*s.. 
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No longer be faithleſs in Love, 
The Dictates of Honour obey." 
Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 
With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face ; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignity thoſe of the Face: + 
And, ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen bas join'd, 
Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phabe, be kind. 


SONG CCCXKLIL 
The Countey WEDbinG., 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


E LL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly | 
young Swain, 

To a lovely young Shepherdeſs crofling the Plain; 

Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the Montà it was 


| ay | 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair Maiden, which Way? 
Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did 


reply, 5 
With a Smile on her Look, and a Leer on her Eye, 
I came from the Village, and homeward I go; 
t: And wy guts Shepherd, pray why would you 


I» L hope, pretty Maid, won't take it amiſs, _. 
If 1 tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this ; 
| would fee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love) 
f ſuch a Companion if you would approve. 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil, I own, 
But ſee no great Danger in going alone; 
Noll = 
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Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 


No Danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; 

And if you could like (now the Swain he took 
Heart) 

Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 

Oh!] that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 

Pve often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men: 

Yow'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 

Then leave a young Maiden, the firſt Thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd ; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride; 
To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid, little Swain) 
Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us 
x." . Bays 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd, to this is not ſaid; 
The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed: 


| ; 7} — 190 ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 


Miwwiwy - 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town! 


SONG CCCXLIV. 
Set by Dr. Pepuſh. Words by Mr. Hughes. 


RECITATIVE. 


QE E ! from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art 
To eaſe the Pain- which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart: 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, p 
Where thus to Muſic's Pow'r the Swain addreſs d 
his Pray'rs, N 
. IR, 


= AA 
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Alix. 4 


Charming Sounds, that ſweetly languiſh 
Muſic, oh, compoſe my Anguitſh ! 
ok Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee ; 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 
1 Phebus, quickly then relieve me, 
nz Cupid ſhall no more deceive me 
n: Pl to ſprightlier Joys be free; 
e; Pl to ſprightlier Joys be free. 


RECITATIVE. 


4pollo heard the fooliſh Swain; 


e; He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
| How weak, t'aſſuage an am'rous Pain, 
us His own harmonious Voice had prov'd, 


And all his healing Herbs how vain : 
id; Then thus he ftrikes the ſpeaking ſtrings, 
Preluding to his Voice, and ſings, 


AIR. | . 


ft Sounds, tho? charming, can't relieve thee 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee ; * 
Muſic is the Voice of Love; 
Muſic is the Voice of Love: 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 
Soft Relenting, kind Conſenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remove; 
Will alone thy Pain remove. - 


SONG, CCCXLV. 
Ser by Mr. Baildon, and ſung at Ranelagh.” 
WT 0 N Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, how old Time 


ſteals away, 


in, And Love's fatal Flame leads the Shepherd * ! 
* 


—— — — — 
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My Days, O ye Swains! were a Round of Delight, 


From the Cool of the Morn to the Stillneſs of 
Night : 


No Care found a Place in my Cottage, or Breaft; 


But Health and Content all the Year was my Gueſt, 


Twas then no fair Phillis my Heart could enſnare 

With 2 or with Feature, with Dreſs or with 
ir: 

So kindly young Cupid had pointed the Dart, 

That 2 the Sweets, but I miſs'd of the 
mart : | 

T toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a Bee ; 


But ſtill all my Song was, I'Il ever be free,” 
_ *Twas then ev'ry Object freſh Raptures did yield: 


If I ftray'd thro' the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 

Ten Thouſand gay Scenes were diſplay'd to my 
Sight; | 

If the Nighetagale ſung, I could liften all Night; 

With my Reed I could pipe to the Tune of the 


Stream, | 
And wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 
Zut now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, 


Alas ! what a Change! and how wretched am I! 
Adieu to the Charms of the Valley and Glade ; 
Their Sweets now all ficken, their Colours all fade; 


No Muſfic I find in ſoft PhilomePs Strain, 


And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in 
vain. , 

They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no Kindneſs I ſee ; 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me : 

Then teach me, bright Yexz:, Perſuaſion's ſoft Art, 

Oraid me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart; 

To crown my Defire, or to baniſh my Pain, 

Give Love to the Nywph, or give Os 1 
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SONG CCCXLVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT means that tender Sigh, my Dear? 
Why filent drops that cryſtal Tear ? 

What jealous Fears diſturb thy Breaſt, 

Where Love and Peace delight to reſt ? 

What tho' my Jockey has been ſeen 

With Molly ſporting on the Green, 

*T was but an artful Trick to prove 

The matchleſs Force of 7enny's Love. 


"Tis true, a Noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's Breaſt ; 

But *twas at her Defire to try 

If Damos caſt a jealous Eye: 

Theſe Flow'rs will fade by Morning Dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the Lawn; 


But in thy fragrant Boſom lies 
A ſweet Perfume that never dies. 


SONG CCCXLVIDB 
A CAnTATA. 
Ser by Dr. Arne, 


RteciTaTivVe. 


HE feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band 

Round fam'd Azacreen took their filent Stand 
My Sons, (began the Sage) be this the Rule; 
No Brow auſtere muſt dare approach my School, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within 
Old Care, begone ! Here Sadneſs is a Sin. 


Ain, 
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| AIR. 
Tell not me the Joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great: 
- Wealth and Wiſdom I deſpiſe; 
Cares ſurround the Rich and Wiſe : 
The Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
And Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth, 
Me their Friend and Fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone: 
Bus'neſs, 'Fitle, Pomp, and State, 
Give them to the Fools I hate, 


But let Love, let Life be mine: 

Bring me Women, bring me Wine: 
Speed the dancing Hours away 

Mind not what the Grave-ones ſay : 
Gaily let the Minutes fly, 

In Wit and Freedom, Love and Joy : 
So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


SONG CCCXLVII.. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Couus. 


To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 

Where, woven with the Poplar Bough, 

The mantling Vine will ſhelter you; 

The NN Vine will ſhelter you: 

| Dons each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly Fer the 75 Ground, 

1 o' er the moſſy Ground, 

Sultry Phzbus ſcorching round, 

. Sultry Phabus ſcorching round, 


| OULD you taſte the Noon-tide Ait, 


Round 
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its 
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Round the languid Herds, and Sheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſurny Hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe ; 
The Fair does all alone repoſe ; 
All alone; yet in her Arms | 
Your Breaſt ſhall beat to Love's Alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The Joys of Love a6 Yon alone ; 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone, 


SONG CCCXLIX. 7 
Sang in the CHAyLET, by Mr. Vernon. 


D* CLARE, my pretty Maid, 

Muſt my fond Suit muſcarry ? 
Wich you I'Il toy, PI kiſs and play; _ 

But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry: 
With you I'll toy, III kiſs and play; 

But hang me if I marry, 


Then ſpeak your Mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry : | 

With you I lI toy, I'll kiſs and play: 
But hang me if I marry. 

With you, &c. 

Tho' Charms and Wit aſſail, 

The Stroke I well can parry: 

I love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chuſe to marry: 

I love, Ee. 0 4 N 


Young Molly of the Dale 
Makes a mere Slave 5 Harty; 


Becauſe, 
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80 wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a Bee 
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| Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 


The fooliſh Swain would marry ; t 
Becauſe, e. * 


Theſe fix'd Reſolves, my Dear, 0 2 
I to the Grave will carry ; We 
With you Pl toy and kiſs and n ; 
But hang me if I marry me if I marry: 
With you III toy, 4 kiſs my play; 
But * me if I marry.” 


$ONG CCL. 
Sung by Mr. Morris, in Lovs in a ViLLaoe. 


O NS! Neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a Trifle 
like this ; 
What Harm with a Fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 
The Greateſt and Graveſt (a Truce with Grimace) 


FF at n 


Place. mn 


No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free; 
To. ſovereign Beauty Mankind bends the — 
That Power, refiſtleſs, no Strength ; 
We all love a pretty Girl—under the 1 


SONG ccc. 
Sung by Mrs. Thompſon, is Tnonas and SALLY, 


Set by Dr. Arne. L 

HEN I was a young one, what Girl was ; 
like me ? ; ] 
E 


I tat- 


1 
| tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where er 
\ Fiddle was heard, — to be ſure I was there. 


o all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

was, This, Sir—and That, Sir — but ſcarce ever 
Nay ; 

\nd Sundays, dreſs'd out in my Silks and my Lace, 

warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the Place. 


\t Twenty I got me a Huſband, poor Man ! 

ell reſt him — We all are as good as we can 
et he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for Straws, 
nd jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome Cauſe. 


e ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 

gad ! I've a Tongue, and I paid him his own: 

e Wives, take the Hint, and when Spouſe is un- 
tow'rd, 


tand firm to your Charter, and have the laſt Word, 


at now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe z 
m not what 1 was Forty Summers ago : : 
his Time's a ſore Foe; there's no ſhunning his 
Dart ; ; 

owever, I keep up a pretty good Heart. 
rown old, * I hate to be fitting mum- chance; 
ill love a Tune, though unable to dance; 

d, Books of Devotion laid by on my Shelf, 
teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG CCCLIL 
A Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall. 


*. AS TE, haſte, Pbillis, haſte, tis the Firſt 
of the May / 5 
Hark, the Goldfinches fing, to the Wood 
&+ let's away; 


P 2 We'll 
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We'll pluck the pale Primroſe ; nay, flat 
not, my Dear, 
Pve ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear; 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear, WH 


She. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been aid, 
The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden to tread; 
And a wither'd old Gipſy, one Day I eſpy's 
Bid me ſhun the thick ood, and ſaid ſome. W, 

thing beſide ; | 
Bid me ſhun, c. | 


f He. *Tis all mere Fable ; there's nothing to fright; 
=. There's Muſic all Day, and no Spectres 2 
Night: 

1 No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
[| And.Cupid's an Urchin. you ſurely can't fear 
F And Cupid"s, &c. 

She. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Woo 
Who knows your Deſign ? You may dare! 
be rude : 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afra 
Leſt Cupid and you be too hard for a Maid; 
Left Cupid, &c. 


He. His Dictates you wiſely at once ſhould y 
prove 
For .pray what i is Life? It is pain witho 
Love: 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho? un 
ther'd, will fade ; ; 
Then q uickly comply, leſt you dic an old Ma 
Then quickly, &c. 


| | She. By Language as artful young Daphne was wot 


2 


ind. 
uch 
Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick d, ach 


undone; 3 


. 37 J 
And, rather than truſt the fine Things you 
have ſaid, 
Let my Beauty decay, and:I'l1! die an old Maid; 
Let my Beauty, &c 
ir E. Believe not I'm faithleſs, and fal ſe as the Wind; 
I J be true as the Turtle, as fond and as kind; 
1d, Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 
5 And make ybu a Pride; can a Mortal do more? 
05 And make you, c. 
.. Then at once I'll comply, for Icannot 5 No; 
| "TH to Church with my Shepherd 
, 0; 
To the Wood next, tho? Cupid, fo talk'd of 
be there, 
With joy PII away, and adieu to all Fear 3 
With Joy, Oc. | 
eth. Ve Nymphs, to the Woods never venture 
to go; a 
Till che Prieſt joins you Hands, you muſt 
anſwer, No, no 
Ye Swains, hould y your Fair. ones be deaf to 
you ſtill, 
You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll 
go where you will; ? 
You muſt wear the ſoft Chain ; then they'll 
go where you will. 


SONG CLI. 
Sung at Drary-Lane, by Mrs. Clive. 


| TOW brim-full of nothing's the Life of aBeau! 
They've nothing to think of, they'y ve nothing 


to do; 
ind nothing to talk of, for nothing they know © 
ach, ſachs 1 4 


ich, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. | 
3 For 


But to bow, an 
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For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſk Air; 

Spend — orning in nothing, but curling their 
air; 

And * nothing all Day, but ſing, ſaunter, and 
are: 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing, at Night, to the Play-Houſe they 
croud ; 
Tomind yotking done there, they always are proud; 
to grin , and talk nothing aloud: 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing they run to th' Aſſembly and Ball; 


And for nothing at Cards, a fair Partner they call; 


For they ftill muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau ; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 


For nothing, on Sundays, at Church they appear; 
They * nothing to hope for, and nothing to 
| ear: 
They * be nothing no where, who nothing are 
ere. : 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


SONG - CCCLIV. 
A CanTaTa, written by Sir Richard Steele. 
det by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. 


RRCITATIVE. 


Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 


At 
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it At length the God of Wine addreft, © 
Sure Refuge of a wounded Brealt. 


d A1R, 


Vouchſafe, O Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel Maid ; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, | 
? Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 


id; RECITATIVI. 


To Bacchus thus the Lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly God reply'd: 


Alx. 
1 Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
ul: And quaff his ſneaking Form away : 


With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair; 
The Way to conquer is — to dare. 


I; RRECITATIVE. 


The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice; 
are The Nymph was now no longer nice. 


ASS: = 91 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind : 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
g And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 


SONG ccelv. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Love in a VILLAGE. 


ELL, well, ſay no more; 
So you told me before; 
P 4 I know 


At 
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1 K the full Length of my Tether. 
Do you think I'm a Fool, 
That I need go to School ? 

I can ſpell you, and put you cy. 


A Word to the Wiſe. 
Will always Tuffice ; 
Addſniggers! go talk to your Parrot. 
' Pm nor ſuch an Elf, 
Thof' I ſay't of my ſelf, 
But I know a Sheep” 8 Head from a Carrot. 


$ ON G, CCCLVI. n 
Set by, Mr. Howard. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
FP HE: new-Hown Birds the n 


And welcome in the Mays 
Come, Paflortia, now the 
Makes ev'ry Landſkip ip gay 
Wido-reating Trees their leafy Shade 
O'er half the Plain extend, 
Or, in reflecting Rountains play'd, 
Their quiv*ring Branches bend; 
Or, in reflecting Fountains play'd, 


Their quw' ring Branches bend, 


Come, taſte che Seaſon in its Prime, 


And bleſs the nhng Year ; |; 
Oh ! how 1 my ul grows fick of Time, 


Till thou, r Love, appear! 
Then ſhall I — gladſame Day, 

Warm 7 t . Shine, K 
When thy dear Þ ock ſhall feed and play Ws © © 


And intermix withanne ; © 14847 
And F Ws 2m 07 we 4 SITS. A 


v + For 


K 9-1 
For thee, of _ a Milk-white Par 
In Silken Bands I hold ; 
For thee a firſtlin Lambkin fair 
I keep within the Fold : 
If Milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins fg 
My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 
Be offer'd up with thele ; 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 


SONG CCcLvit. 
Cross Puxroszs. Sung at Ranelagh. 


* OM loves Mam paſling well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs 7 — bonny Bll, 
And Cai Love miſcarry 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Whilſt Mary flights his Paſfion : ys. 
So ſtrangely Peak h are the Turns 
Of — & Inclination. 


Moll gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'rs, 
Which he, in am'rous Folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Molly : 

Thus all by Tutas are 00's aud wob,' 
No Turtles can bt truer ; 

Each loves the Object th purſue, 
But hates the kind Purfuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; A 
And all the Flouts Which Be?! receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry : 


P5 If 
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And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 


But ſoon Ifelt-a ſecond Stroke, 


3... 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
_ You ne'er ſaw People grummer; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in Good-humour. 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſb Nation; 

How much tis ev'ry one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation. 

And ſtill, thro' Life, this Rule purfue, 
Whatever Objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 

That thoſe yon love may like you. 


SONG CCCLVIL. 


The RovzR. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find, 


I I love to try all Womankind, | 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty ; 


— 


: 2 * be Fair, the Smart, the Witty. 


is Fetters, moſt ſevere, 


1 langwſh'd out a long, long Year, 


The Slave of wanton Kur; 
The Slave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling Chain, 


One conſtant Scene of Folly ; 
2 One conſtant, Oe. £44, 
I'vow'd o more to wear the Yoke; 


And figh'd for blue-ey'd Mol; 
__  Andifightd, Ge, bg 


** oy 
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With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 
Young Jen did my Soul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder Valley; 
That lives, Se. | 
Then Capid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Sally; ; 
Of little, Ee. i 
Adoru'd with Charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle ; 
This Heart of yielding Mettle: 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 
But never more will ſettle ; 
But never more will ſettle. 


SONG CCCLIX. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 
HE Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Laſs, 
| Tre A my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
aſs ; 


But to-you, Men of Reaſon, 9 Reaſons PH own ; 
And, if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho? I have left her, the Truth I'll declare: Fa 
| believe ſhe ws go, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 

That make it as good and as charming as the. 


My Chloe had Dimples and Smiles, I muſt own : © 
But, tho* ſhe could ſmile, yet in Truth ſhe could 


frown : 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a _— m a Bumper of Wine * 


—— — 


| 
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Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime; 
Vet Lilies and Raſes are conquer'd by Time: 
| But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


{ They tell me, my Love would in Time have been 


* 


4 cloy'd, 
And that Beauty's infipid when once tis en) 'd; 
Baut in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment dy ; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory prove 

| The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love: 

But in drinking, thank Heay'n, no Rival contends; 

F For ths, ory we love Liquor, the more we are 
riends. 


| | She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life 
With Nurſes and Babies, and Squalling and Strife : 


But my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring ; 
And a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. 


We ſhorten our Pays when with Love we engage ; 
It brings on Ileaſes, and baſtens Old Age: 
Bat Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'ather Leg, when there's one in the 
1 5 Grave, 191 | A 

Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 


But my Bumper (regarding nor Title or Pelf) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't Rand by myſelf, 
hen let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her Lover, and 1 of my Pain: iſp 
For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy : M 
Should you doubt what L ſay, take a Bumper and 


% 
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SONG CCCLX. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 


T ſetting Day and rifing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
TIL aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
III viſit oft the birken Buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 
By Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain: 
There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander. 


SONG CCCLXI. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


A Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
And baniſhes Deſpaik ; 

t yet my deareſt Damon lives, 

Make him, ye Gods, your Care, 


iſpel theſe: gloomy Shades of Night, 
My tender Grief remove ; 

Dh! ſewd ſome chearing Ray of Light, 

And guide me to my Love, 


Thus, 


44 < 
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Thus, in a ſecret friendly Shade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, | 

While courteous Echo lent her Aid, 
And Sigh for Sigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known Face 
Each riſing Fear diſarms, 

He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 
She ſinks into his Arms. 


SONG CCCLXII. 
Sung in HARLEQUIN SORCERER. Set by Dr. Arne, 


1 Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, 
With Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home : 
"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep. Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in fall Store 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land ; 
Leteach Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Can and his Laſs in his Hand: 
For Ceres, &c. 


No Courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth, | 
While thus we carouſe with our Sweetheart 
Spouſe, | 
And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth, 
When Ceres bids play and keep Holiday, 
Io celebrate Harveſt Home, Marvel 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. a 


SONG 


2 


— — 


E 
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SONG CecLXIII. 
Jenny of the GREEN, 


HILE others ftrip the new - fall'n Snows, 
And ſteal its Fragrance from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen; 
Fain would I fing, but Words are faint, 
All Muſic's Powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Gren. 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 

How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen ! | 

While, faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, 

The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green, 


With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 

When, deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the Sylvan Scene; | 

Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and Eaſe 
Of Jenm of the Green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry Rival's Sigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien ; 
The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair 

Of Jenny of the Green. 


Through all the Fairy Land of Love 
III ſeek my pretty wand'ring Dove, 
The Pride of gay Fifteen ; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 
Though far apart, I'll meet again 


My Tenny of the Green. 
But 


— 
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But thou, old Time, till that bleſs'd Night 
That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Melt down the Hours between ; 
And when yy meet, ho Loſs repay, 
On loit'ring Wing prolong my Stay 
* With Jenny of the Green. 


$ ON G CCCLXIV. 
Sung in the MASK of ALFRED. 
E Warblers, while Srepben I mourn, 
To chear me pow Harmony bring; 
Unleſs, fince my Shepherd is gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to fing : 
Each Flower declines its ſweet Head, 


Nor Odours around me will throw, 1 
While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead 
Seems kindly to pity my Woe. 
Each rural Amuſement I try 
In vain to reſlore my paſt Eaſe ; | ] 


What charm'd when my Strephox was by, 
Has now loſt the Power to pleaſe: 
Ye Seaſons, that brighten the Grove, 
Not long for your Abſence we mourn ; 
But Strepbon negle&s me and Love, 
He roves, and will never return. 


As as the Spring is my Dear, 
| d ſweet 1 Flowers combin'd ; 
His Smiles like the Summer can chear, 
Ah! why then, like Winter, unkind ? 4 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 5 
But tender to others can be; Ir 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, r 
And only is cruel to me. EF, + 
2 2 | | SONG 
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SONG CCCLXV, | 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village, 


OW much ſaperior Beauty awes, 
The coldeſt Boſoms find; ag 
But with reſiſtleſs Force 1 it draws, 
To Senſe and Virtue join'd. 
The Caſket, here to outward Show 
The Artiſt's Hand is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a Gem within, 


8 ON G 'CCCLAVI. 21 
The InviTATiO0N. Sung at Marybovg Caplan ; 


OME, ye party-jangling Swains, 
'$ Leave your Flocks, and quit the Plains 


Friends to Country, or to Court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your Sport. 


C HORVUS, i 


Ever welcome to our Feaſt, . 
Welcome ey*ry friendly Gueſt, 


Sprightly Widows, come away 

Laughing Dames, and Virgin * ;_ 

Little gaudy flutt'ring M : 

(Smiling Hopes of future Blifſes = q 
Ever welcome, Ge. | 


All that rip'ning Sun can bri 
Beauteous Summer, beauteo dee, 
In one varying Scene we ſhow, 4 
The Green I. Ripe, the Bud, the Blow: 
Ever welcome; Ec. Gun 5 
NG ca. 


1 
: 
* 
: 


Rd 


The Laſs was a 
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©omus jeſting, Muſic charming, 

Wine 2 Beauty warming 3 

Rage and Party-malice dies, 

Peace returns, and Diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 


Welcome ev'ry friendly Gueſt. 


SONG CCCLXVIL. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. Sung at Vauxhall, 


S Thyr/is reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt, 
A With Sigh, her ſoft Hand to his Boſom he 
reſt, Fai 
While & Paſſion he breath'd in the Grove; 
As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
As back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my Love. 


If e' er this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains, 

May Ceres in Rage quit the Vallies and Plains, 
May Pan his Protection deny: | 

In vain wou'd youag Phillis and Laura be kind; 

On the Lips of another no Rapture I find ; 
With thee as I've liv'd, ſo PII die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the Queen of the My, 
Young Jenny the Wanton, by Chance, tript that 
ays 


And ſought ſweet Repoſe in the Shade : 
With Sorrow, young Lovers, I tell the ſoft Tale, 
luring, the Shepherd was frail, 


And forgot ev'ry Vow he had made. 
To comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, 
In Form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of Shepherds the Envy and Pride: 


Ab! 
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Ah! blame not the Maid, if, o'ercome by his Truth, 
Her Hand and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride, 


Learn rather from Sylvia's Example, ye Fair, 
That a pleaſing Revenge ſhall take Place of Dev 
ſpair ; 
Give * and Care to the Wind: 
If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeck Redreſs in a Lover that's new, 
And pay each In t in Kind. 


ho SONG CCCLXVIIL 
A favourite Can TATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


HO'll buy a Heart, Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton Eyes ; 
An eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, 
A Face, like lovely Hebe's, fair ; 1 
A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 
And foil the Di'mond's piercing Light ? 
d; Come hither, ye that long to prove 

The Soul-enchanting Joys of Love; 
Come, quickly come, for he 

Buys that bids the moſt for me : 

But let no fordid Wretch preſume, 

With even Cre/us? Wealth, to come, 
Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, 
Such Charms as theſe can e'er be ſold ; 
So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, 

For Love's the only Coin I take. 


Ah! n SONG 


"T4 
SONG CcclLxXX. 
Sam in the SuEPHERD's LOTTERY. 
HEN Fairies dance round on the Graſs, 
| And revel to Night's awful Noon, 
_ Offay, will you meet me, ſweet Laſs, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon ? 
My Paſſion I feek not to ſcreen ; 
Then can I refufe you your Boon? 
I'll meet you at Twelve on he Green, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon. 
I'll meet you at Twelve on the Green, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon, 
The Nightingale perch'd on a Thorn, 
Then charms all the Plains with his Tune 3 
And glad of the Abſence of Morn, 1 4 
Salutes the pale Light of the Moon: 
How ſweet is the ſeſſamine Grove 
And ſweet are the Roſes of Fue; 
But ſweeter the Language of Love, 
Breath'd forth by the Light of the Moon. 
But ſweeter, &c. | | 
Too ſlow rolls the Chariot of Day, 
 Unwilling to grant me my Boon: 
Away, envious Sunſhine! away, 
Give Place to the Light of the Moon. 
But ſay, will you never deceive 
The Laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft Maiden to grieve - 
Alone by the Light of the Moon? 
And leave, Sc. f | ' 
The Planets ſhall ſtart from their Spheres, 
Ere Fprove fo fickle a Loon; | 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy Fears, 
Dear Maid, by the Light of the Moon: 


Our 


ur 
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Our Loves when the Shepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their Pipes ſhall attune, 

While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, _ 
Each Night, by the Light of the Moon: 

While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, 


Each Night, by the Light of the Moon. 


SONG  CCCLXX. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HEN the Nymphs were contending for 
_—_ and Fame, | 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in Right of her Claim; 
And, to crown the high Tranſports dear Conqueſt 
excites, 
At Court ſhe-was envy'd, and toaſted at Mies; 
At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 


But how ſhall I whiſper this Fair-one's ſad Caſe? 
A cruel Diſeaſe has 'd her ſweet Face; 
Her Vermilion 1s chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled; - 
And all, &c. 


Take heed, all ye Fair, leſt you triumph in vain z 
For Sylvia, tho” alter'd from pretty to plain, 

Is now more engaging, ſince Reaſon took Place, 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the Perfections of Face; 
Than when, Oc. | 4 


Convine'd, ſhe no more can coquette it, and tenze, 


MA 


' Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; 


Makes Truth and Diſcretion the Guide of her Life; 
Tho? 2 for a Toaſt; ſhe's well form'd for a Wife, 
Tho! ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a Wife. 


SONG 
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SONG CecLXXI. 
Sang by Mr:. Pinto and Mrs. Mattocks, 
In Love in a Village. 


| t . Mrs. Pinto, 
1 OPE! thou Nurſe of young Deſire, 
11 Fairy Promiſer of Joy, 
Painted Vapour, Glow-worm Fire, 
Temp' rate Sweet that ne er can cloy. 
Mri. Mattocks. 
Hope ! thou Earneſt of +». oy 
9 


18 fteſt Soother of the Min 
* Balmy Cordial, CI bright, 
118 Sureſt Friend the Wretched find, 


ES | Kind Deceiver, flatter till ; 

1! Deal out Pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 
And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 


4. 

SONG CCCLXXIL. 
Sung in Cou us, by Mrs. Pinto. 

* Rygcrirarivn 


1106 | OW gentle'was my Damor's Air! 
©4195 Like ſunny Beams lis golden Hair ; 
#141 His Voice was like the Nightingale e; 
More ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vales : 
How hard ſuch: Beauties to reſign 
. And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 
THF) 182 How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign 
e And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 
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ALT 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, | 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 


Bat Damon there I ſeek in vain. 
The Hills, Oc. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled ; 


Groves, Flocks and Fountains pleaſe no 
more; 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops its Head; 

All Natare does my Loſs — 5 : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 

All, all, &c. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fy, | 
Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 

Well pleas'd the browſing Goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy Steep they hung: 

The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 

But Damon ftill I ſeek in vain. 

The moſſy, &c. 


Now thro? the winding Vale I paſs, 
And figh to ſee the well-known Shade; 
I weep and kiſs the bended Graſs, SE 
Where Love and Damon fondly play'd ; 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damos there I ſeek in vain. © 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


SONG- 
* 
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SONG CCCLXXIIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Vauxhall. 


ww. 3 wa ..Y 


O 

0 The Moral is true, tho' the Matter is old; 
The Moral is true, tho' the Matter is old: 
My honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſi pid, is Life without Love. 
My honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love. 


In Works of old Sophiſts my Mind I employ'd; 
My Bottle and Friend too by Turns I enjoy d; 
My Bottle, Cc. 

I laugh'd at the Sex, and preſumptuouſly ſtrove 
Their Charms to forget, and bid Farewel to Loy 
I laugh'd, &c. | 


lj I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 
Wi. A Patriot in Politicks, fond of Debate; 

0 A Patriot, Qc. 

il Each Paſſion indulging, my Doubts did remove; 
| They center'd in Pleaſure, and Pleaſure in Love. 
Each Paſſion, &c. 


How ſweet my Reſolves I confeſs'd: with a Sigh, 
When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, tripp'd wantonly by 
When Phillis, Cc. 

I caught her, and mention'd a Turn in the Gror: 
Conſenting ſhe made me a Convert to Love. 
I caught her, &c. 


Ye Lovers of Freedom, no longer complain; 
We're born Fellow - Subjects of Beauty's ſoft Chai 
We're born Fellow- Subjects of Beauty's ſoft Cha 


ME give your Attention to what I unfold, 


. 
My purchas'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 
That Life is not Life, when divided from Love. 


My purchas'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 
That Life is not Life, when divided from Love. 


d; SO N o CCCLXXIV. 
AI favourite TA To. 
, Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at; Vauxhall, 
LV hence; grim Melancholy's Train! 
A F — waſting T avs has and Years of 
, ain } . 
A What to us is Age and Care, 


Eyes of Grief, and Looks of Fear ? 
oin the Lau ughiterloving Train; 
his is Pleaſures boundlefs Reign. 

Mind not what the Stoicks ſay ; 

Life is only for a Day: 

Baniſh far Reflection 's Pow'r'; 

| 20 not one — . 

y the meagre hideous Train; 
This is Pleatare's boundleſs Reign. 
Make the moſt of Bent 's Frides 
Youth and Beauty ſoon! ſubſide; 


＋ Courted, yield, while * 

* Cupid elſe will fly 3 we 

/ Join the ſportive harmleſs Train; 
his is Pleaſure s.golden Reign. - 

* Bacchus all his Treaſure lends, 


(Mirth and Wine are conſtant Prends) | 
Lifts on high the human Soul: 

Dread no Poiſon in the Bowl. 

Seek the jovial Roſy Train; 
This is Pleaſure's ; Reign. 
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In the Meadows ſafely ſtray, 


Innocence ſhall guard the Way; 
And by Moon-light, on the Green, 


View the Fairies with their Queen: 
Go where Love direQs the Train; 
For 'tis Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


Envy's Snakes, all-murd'ring War, 


With Phantom Honour, hence are far; 


Hope, and Peace, and Joy fincere, 
And Love, maintain their Revels here ; 
Haſte to join the feſtive Train; 

This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 7 


Nor to ſcornful Airs inclin'd, 

Know the Seaſon to be kind : 

What would I” Beauty do, 
Should Shepherds once negle& to woo ? 
See the ning ſportive Train; 
Hark ! they cry, tis Pleaſure's Reign. 


Freedom, with immortal Shield, 
Guards the Bleſſings we can yield; 
Freedom hails thee to reſi 
All thy. Cares in Love and Wine ; 
Stay no longer, join the Train; 


This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


A graceful Altars ſmoke, 
aſte, and wear the ſilken Yoke : 


Endleſs Peace, unfading Youth, 


Riſe the ſure Rewards of Truth : 
Haſten then to join the Train; 
For *tis Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


SON 


N 
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SONG cccłlxxv. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


OW blithe was I each Morn to ſee 
| My Swain come o'er the Hill ! 
He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me; 
[ met him with good Will: 
neither wanted Ewe, nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay; 
e gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day. 
Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe ; 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


e tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſo ſweet,  - 

The Birds ſtood hK ning by; | 

he fleecy Flock ſtood gall and gaz'd, 

Charm'd with his Melody: 

While thus we ſpent our Time, by Turns, 

Betwixt our Flocks and Play, 

envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 

Tho? e'er ſo rich and gay. 
Ohl the Broom, Oc. 


e did oblige me ev*ry Hour; 

Cou'd I but faithful be: 

e ſtole my Heart; cou'd I refuſe 

Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 

ard Fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 

Gang heavily and mourn, 

becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 

| Q.2 


Jy Los 


"4 

- 
* 
, * 


And borrow, &c. 
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Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt'was my Repoſt ; 


I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


S ON G \COCLXXVE 
Set by Dr. Boyce. The Mord by Mr. Moore. 


ITW bleft has my Time been! what Days have 


1b alt ondage | 
Since Wedlock's ſoft B made 72/75 my own! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my 2 

That Freedom is taſtebeſs, and Roving a Pain; 
That Freedom 1s taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 


Thro' Walks grown with Woodbines, as often we 
— | | 

Around us, our Boys and Girls frolic and play 
How pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their Looks from my Jah and me; 
To try her ſweet Temper oſt times amd fora: 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green; 
Tho? painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets meat Night withComplianceand Smiles; 
And meets, Ec. : 


What tho' on her Cheeks. the Roſe loſes its Hue, 

Her Eaſe and Good-humour. bloom all the Year 
through: Rn 

Time ſtill, as he flies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 

And gives to her Mind what ho ſteals from her Youth; 

And gives, Sc, bai 3c e | 


* 
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Ye Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to ioſnare, 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous F air 3 
In Search of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam ! 
To hold it for Life, yow muſt find it at home ; 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at arge 


SON G CCCLXXVII. 
In the Oratorio of SUSANNA. Set Mr. Handel. 


That ſcents the ambient Air; 


A K if yon Damaſk Roſe is ſweet, 
b 


en aſk each Shepherd chat you weet, | 
If dear Su/anna's fair, 


Say, will the Valtars quit his ren 


And warble thro' the Grove? G 
Bid wanton Linnets quit the A 


Then doubt thy Shepherd's 


The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare, 
Let Pride in Splendor nine; 

Ye Bards, — Laurels wear, 
Be fair fair Su/anza mine. | 


$ONG CCCLXXVHL, 


„ = 
+ 


; 92 * 
: 
4 


Set by Mr. Wr Sung gn at 
Vauxhall. 


Lat N 


For you know 


© * — 


LL Attendants en n 
> I examin'd my Heart. 
gbt when 1 laid,we.10 Bets I 
And, methinks, I'm inclin'd 
Toa Change of- m 


cond T oughts are the beſt... 


Mind,. 


2 


To 
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JI To retire from the Croud, A. N 
| And make ourſelves good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry Temptation, 
| Is in Truth to : | 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our Paſſions want ſome Regulation. 


It will much more redound 
Io ourPraiſe, to be found, 
In a World ſo abounding with Evil, 
Unſpotted and pure, 
| Tho! not ſo demure, | 
To wage open War with the Devil. 


In bidding farewel | 
To the Nymphs of the Cell, 
P'll prepare for a militant Life; 
And, if brought to Diſtreſs, 
Why then Ill confeſs, - - by 
And do Fenance in Shape of a Wife. 


S ON G CCCLXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


A TR-Hebe I left with a cautious Deſign 
To *ſcape from her Charms, and to drown 'em 
in Wine; | 1 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The Wine in my Head, and ſtill Love in my Heart. 


I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, 

Who packet — my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my Pray'r, 

8 2 was faireſt of all that was fair. _ 
„ | at's 


1 343 1 
That's a Truth, reply d I. I've no need to be taught, 
came for * Counſel, to find out 1 Fault: 


If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe, would forfeir my Name. 


What Hopes then, alas! of Relief was my Pain, 
While, like Light 'ning, ſhe darts thro* each throb- 


bing Vein ? 
My Senſes ſurpriz'd, in her Favour took Arms, 
And Reaſon confiray s me a Slave to her Charms. 


SO N my COCLANK. | * 
An Abbas to the LA ois. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye — lileThiogs, 
Who trip in this frolickſome-Round, 
Pray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The Sexes at once to confound ? . 
What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 
With each Motion deſign'd to'perplex ? 
Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ftare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex — dear Guils, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Su rt, 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; ppo 
rt, Te Boſom 40 ay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 
But you on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
nee And whom Pride has preſery'd — the Snare, 
Shou'd flily attack us with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
y'r, Not with open and inſolent Air—brave Girls, 
| Not with, Ee. 


at's A 5 
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The Nanu, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 

And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt deſign'd, 

Io ſerve as a Model for you. 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; 

Nor venture too much to reveal! 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal-ſweet Girl, 
And double, Sec. 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure; | 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of qur Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts ; 

Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor Girlz 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


5 ONG CCCLXXXI. 
Damon and STLVIA. A Dialogue. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. | 
Ie. EAR Sylvia, no longer my Paſſion deſpiſe, 
Nor arm thus with Tertor thoſe beauii 
. r 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful Eye: 
They become nat Diſdain, but moſt charmin 
would prove, * 
If ance they were ſoften'd with Smiles ai 
285 p 0 with Love. 
She, While I with a Smile can each Shepherd ſubdi 
Oh Damon, I muſt not be ſoſten d by you ; 
Oh Damon, &c. | 3 : N 


eſpiſe, 


eau 


E ye! 
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Nor fondly give up, im an upguarded Hour, 


The Pride of us Women, enn Pow 1 3 
The Pride, Sc. 


He. Tho Pow'r, my Dear, be to Deities giv'n, 


Vet generous Pity's the Darling of Haar- nz 

Yet generous, c. 

Oh then be that Pity extended to me, 

Pl en! god mole 0 Goddeſs but 
| a; 

Pll kneel, &c. 


He. * ſe to your Soit I ſhould Unten awhile, 


nd only for Pity's Sake grant you a Smile; 
_ only, Ce. 


He. Nay, ſtop not at that, but your Kindneſs im- 


prove N 
And let gentle Pity be _—_ to Love; 
And let, Cc. 


He. Well then, fairdful Swain, rn examine my 


Heart, 


And if it be ble, grant © #Part; 
And if, 90e * 


He. Now that's like yourſelf, Hee a an "Ange ex- 


preſs d; 


For grant me but Part, and TW hoe feat the 


reſt; 


For prant, Te, 


10d. Take beed, ye fair Maids, and with ados 


believe, 


For Love's an Intruder, and apt to decetes 3 ; 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt t deceive z 
* 


Qs 


af 
1 


**.. V2 


„ 
When once — leaſt Part the ly Urchin ha 
Wan gain | 
| You'll aver — at Eaſe till the whole is ob. 

tain? 3 | 
Yow'll- neer be at Eaſe till the whole is oh. 
s 4 ty 3 "ITY tain'd. 


a 


8 ON G CCCLXXXIL 


Ses by Mr. Baildon. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mien; 
He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mien: 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a Friend; 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did 
move, | 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love; 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known; 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own; 
Her Face, Ce. 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 

And ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind: 
Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Love; 
Till a Sigh, Sc. | 


Now, proud to be conquer'd, he fighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her; 
Grows dull, &c. | 

He's mute, till his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
For Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 
Arnd wanders a willing Example to prove, 

That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love; 
That Friendſhip, &c. 

221 N A Lover 


De 


347 J 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence; 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe; 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe: 
His Paſſion nor Wrinkles nor Age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay: 
And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love; 


Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG CCCLXXXII. 
3 by Dr. Ame. 


(ONE, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee 
What Pleaſures are in Store for thee; | 
The Flow'rs in all their Sweets appear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear; 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear : 

The joyful Birds, in ev'ry Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love; 
For thee they ſing, and Roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come; 
And Calin thee invites to come. 


Come, Ro/alind, and Colin join; 

My tender Flocks and all are thine : 
If Love and Ro/alind be near, 

'Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year ; 
'Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year. 
Come, ſee a Cottage and a Swain: 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 

For Colin calls, then haſte away; 

For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


Q6 SONG 
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| + $ON G CCCLXXXIV. 
121 Set by Mr. Holcombe. 
1 — tell me l' m handſome, (I know not he true) 
1 And eaſy and chatty, and good-humour'd too; 
That my Lips are as red as the Roſe- bud in June, 
And my Voice, like the Nightingale's, ſweetly in 


Tune : 
All this has been told me by twenty before ; 
But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more; 
But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more, 


If Beauty from Virtae receive no Supply, 

Or Practle from Prudence, how wanting am I! 
My ONE Good-bumour fhort Raptures will 
ng; AL JAP | 
My You like the Nightingale's, knows but a 

pring : 
For Charms fuch as theſe then your Praiſes give o'er; 
To love me for Life, you mult ſtill love me more; 
To love me, &. | 


Then talk not to me of a Shape, or an Air; 
For Coe the Wanton can rival me there: 

'Tis Virtae alone that makes Beauty look pay, 
And brightens Good-humour as Sun-ſhine the Day: 
For if that you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too; 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too. 


« © 


SONG 


Shen 
Don 


A 
J 
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S O N G cectxxxv. 
Cymon and Ipuwicentia, 4A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


ReciTaTiv te. MP 
EAR a thick Grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
| Shade 


Seem'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made, 
A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry Banks are form'd for ſoft Repoſe: 
Thither retir'd from Phebus? ſultry Ray, 
And lull'd in Sleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
non a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring Grove; 
He tradg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of Thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping Maid, 
He gap'd - he ſtar'd—her lovely Form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artlefs Voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue. 
4 * 
The Stream that glides in Murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy Boſom ſhews the Sky, 
Completes the rural Scene ; * 
Completes the rural Scene : 
But in thy Boſom, charming Maid, 
All Heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Ipbigene; 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts — poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the Staff from his — ihe 


Bright 


£2907 3 

Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear; 
Where Henour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near, 
Half-rais'd, with gentle Accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh Cymon / if tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy hone eft Heart no Wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy Way, and let me fleep again. 
The Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 

But thus N Extacy purſu'd his Song. 


Alx. 


Thy jetty Locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton Wehe down thy Neck ; 
Thy Love inſpiring Mien ; 
Love inſpiring Mien ; | 
Thy i welling Boſom, Skin of Snow, 
And taper Shape, inchant me * 
I die for Iobigene; 
1 die for [phigene. 


RE erat. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liftens, nor can trace from whence 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with Senſe : 

She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight, 
And thinks he might improve his auk'ard Gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next Day attend, 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend. 
Thus mighty Love cou'd teach a Clown to plead ; 
And R 5 Language ſureſt will fuccerd. 


Arn. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred Fire, 

Kindling | Joy; chaſte Deſi re; 

Love can itſelf controul, 
And — a and elevate the human Soul. 
4 | Depriv'd 


W 
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Depriv'd of that, our wretched State 
Had made our Lives of too long Date; 
But bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, 
Bleſt with Beauty, and with Love! 

We taſte what Angels do above ; 

What Angels do above. | 


SONG CCCLXXXVI. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a ViLLAGE; 


And ſo ſhall be my Voice: 
No mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my Choice. 

Let Parents rule, Nature's Laws, 
And Children fill © : ; 
And is there then no faving Clauſe 

Againſt tyrannic Sway ? 


s ON G CCCLXXXVIL 
A Toucnx on the TIuzs. 


Y Heart's my own, my Will is free, 
y 


The Wards by James Worſdale, E/; Set by Dr. Arne; 


OME liſten, and laugh at the Times, 
Since Folly was never fo ripe; 

For ev'ry Man laughs at thoſe Rhimes, 
That give his own Follies a Wipe: 

We live in a Kind of Diſguiſe ; 
We flatter, we lye, and proteſt ; 

While each of us artfally tries 
On others to faſten the Jeſt. 


The Virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry Sigh with Diſdain z 


And 
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And while by her Lover purſu'd, - 
Can laugh at his Folly and Pain: 
But when her Innocence won, 


And doom'd for her Virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loft and undone, 
He laughs (tho' unjuſt) in his Turn. 


The Fools, who at Law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's Diſtreſs, 
And while the dire Suit does depend, 
Ne' er think how their Snbſtance grows leſs; 
Till hamper'd by tedious Expence, 
Altho' to compound they are loth, 
They'll find, when reſtor'd to their Senſe, 
The Lawyers ſit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the Faſhion 
For each Fool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, wick a gen'rous Compaſſion, 
To correct, not contemn one another. 
We all have ſome Follies to hide, 
Which, known, wou'd diſhonour the beſt, 
And Life, when 'tis thoroughly try'd, 
Like Friendſhip, will ſeem but a ſeſt. 


 $ONG, CCCLXXXVII.., 
The Mopeztesz QuvesS THON. 
AN Love be controuPd by Advice ? 
Can Madaefs aud Reaſon agree? 
O Melly ! who'd ever be wiſe, 
If Madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let Sages pretend to defpiſe | 
The Joys they want Sp:trits to taſte; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies 
And the Bleſſings of Life while they el 


F 
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Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares ; 
Briſk Love will improve ev'ry Joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs, 

Too late may repent being cox. 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 

Till our beſt Blood begins to run cold? 
Our Youth we can have but To-day ; + / 


We may always find Time to grow old. 


'  $ONG CCCLXXXIX. 
On Fz1gnpsnuly. Set by Mr. Gerard. 


HE World, my dear Mia, is full of Deceit, 

And Friendfhip's a Jewel we feldom can 

meet; 5 

How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in 18 around, 
7 


This Source of Content is ſo rare to be found? 
0, W ! thou Balm, and rich Sweetner of - 

. ; K's | 1 
Kind Parent of Eaſe, and Compoſer af Striſe; 
Without thee, alas! what are Riches and Pow'r, 
But empty Deluſion, the Joys of an Hour? 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a Friend, 
On whom we may always with Safety depend? 
Our Joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And Griefs, when divided, are huaſh'd into Peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling, what Crouds will appear, 
Their Kindneſs to offer, and Friendſhip flacere; 
Yet change but the Proſpect, and point out Diſtreſs, 
No longer to court yau they eagerly preſs. 


— 


SONG 
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= SONG CCCXC. 
The R:zxasonaBlE Loves. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


Seek not at once in a Female to find 
The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; 

Let the Fair-one I love have but Prudence in View, 
That, tho? ſhe deceive, I may till think her true: 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mien: 
By Folly, IIl-nature, nor Vanity led, 

or in ebted to Paint, — nor indebted to Paint, 
For White or for Red, —for White or for Red, 


May N that dread Weapon in molt of 
the Sex 

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to lex; 
Let 2 _ be too bold, nor frown at * Jeſt, 
For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquettes I deteſt : 
May ber Humour the Taſte of the Compan ob hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her 
Go'find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 
And Pl love her for ever, — I'll love her for e ver, 
—I mean, if I can, —I mean, if I can. 


SONG CCCXCT. 
| Sung in the MxchAxr of VENICE. 
| keep m tle 7e 
Ore cn kad) 
Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy, 


Her Love the ſweet Reward ! 
Her Love the ſweet Reward ! 


The 


Suh 


1 


3 
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The Bee, thus uncomplaining, 


Eſteems no Toil ſevere ; 
The ſweet Reward obtaining, 
Of Honey all the Year; 

Of Honey all the Year. 


$ON G CCCXCIL 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Loves in a VILLAGE. 
O* how ſhall I, in Language weak, 


My ardent Paſſion tell, 


Or form my fault'ring Tongue to ſpeak . 


That cruel Word, Farewell! 
Farewell—but know, tho? thus we 
My Thoughts can never ſtray : 


Go where I will, my conſtant Heart 


Muſt with my Charmer ſtay. 
SONG CCCXCII. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Lovs ina VILLAGE; 


UPID, God of ſoft Perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs Lover's Part: 
Seize; oh ſeize ſome kind Occaſion + 


To reward a faithful Heart. 


Juftly thoſe we Tyrants call, 


ho the Body would enthrall ; 


Tyrants of more cruel Kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the 


Cupid, God of, Ce. 


Mind. 


What is Grandeur? Foe to Reſt; 


Childiſh Mummery at beſt. 
Happy I in humble State! 


Cupid, God of, Se. 


Catch. ye Fools, the glitt'ring Bait. 
e 


- 
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5 SONG cecxcivx. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a VILLA, 


"I HEN once Love's ſubtle Poiſon gain: 
: A Paſſage to the female Breaſt ; V 
Ruſhing, like Lightning, thro” the Veins, 
Each Wiſh, and ev'ry Thought”: poſſeſt. Why 


To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, Wh, 
EReaſon in vain its Skill applies; | 
Nought can afford the Heart a Cure, Or 1 
But what is pleaſing to the Eyes. Or 1 

SONG .CCCXCV.. — 


Set &y Dr. Green. The Word: by Mr. Gay, Fac 
275 Roſe, my Cblee's Boſom grace, Wit 


' Chloe's Boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, Wit 
How happy prove, Uni 
ight I ſupply that envied Place The 
ith never-fading Love! Pra 
Wu never- fading Love!? Wir 
There, Phenix-like, beneath her Eye, Wu 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die. 
Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou: ſhalt find 
- More fragrant Roſes there, 3 
More fragrant Roſes there: 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd \ 
With Envy Deſpair, - Yet 
With Envy and Deſpair. . + 8 
One common Fate we both muſt prove; 1 
Vou die with Envy, I with Love, ? 
You die with Envy, I with Love. } 


SON 


=_ * 
0 
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SONG CCCXCVL 
Set by My. Howard. 
HY heaves my fond Boſom ! ak ! what can 


it mean ? 

Why flutters my Heart that was once fo ſerene?- _ 
Why this Sighing and Trembling when Daphne? is 
\.." "mar; | 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Pear? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace- | 
The Thouſand ſoft Obarma chat embellifli thy Faves 
Each Moment I view thee, new Beauties I nd; 
With thy Face I am chartn'd; but cmſlav'd by thy 
Mind; ; 
With thy Face; Sec 
Untainted with Folly, anſully'd by Pride, 
There native Good- humour and Virtus refide 2... 
Pray Heaven that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 
With Compaſſion for him whowithout thee muſt 
With Compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 
mont 
| See by! De. Arbe. 
E H O LD the ſweet Flowers arαπU],L＋ , 
) With ail the brighe Beauties they weary; / 
With all the bright Beauties they wer; 
Yet none on the Plains cat be found, 
So lovely, fo lovely as Celia is fair 
So lovely as Cala is fair: 03 bas smi rf 
Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throat, 
No longer in Silence rema ana, | 
No longer in Silence remain; . 1 


Oh! 
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Oh ! lend a fond Lover your Notes, Kind 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Cælia's Diſdain, __ 
To ſoften my Cælia's Diſdain. M 

Oft-times in you Flowery Vale 10 Strait 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song, And 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song:; | Ea 

Fair Flara attends the ſad Tale, Ea 
And fweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, 

And ſweetens the Borders along. | Can | 

Bat Celia, whoſe Breath might perfums He a 
The Boſom of Flora in May, W 
The Boſom of Flora in May, | W 

Still —— ug — — = 2 - 5 
Regardleſs, regardleſs o I can ſay, an 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay. * 1 


SONG CCCXCVII. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'er more gay, 
Than I, ah well-a-day ! » : 
Than I, ah well-a-day ! 
Ere Colin yet had learn'd to figh, 
Or I to gueſs the Reaſon why, 
Oh Love! ah well-a-day ! 
Oh Love! ah well-a-day | 
We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew 
From whence fond Endearments grew, 
Till he, ah well-a-day! - 
Till he, &c. e 
Zy Time and other Swains made wiſe, 
to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 
nd Love, ah well-a-day ! 
And Love, &c. 4 | 
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Kind Nature now took Colia's Part; 
hy fx yes inform'd againſt my Heart : 
y Heart, ah well-a-day ! 
My Heart, c. 
Strait glow'd with thrilling Sympathy, 
And echo'd back each gentle Sigh, 
Each Sigh, ah well-a-day ! 
Each Sigh, c. 


Can Love, alas! by Words be won ? 
He aſk'd a Proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah well-o-day [ 
While I, ah well-a-da 
In Silence bluſh'd a fond 1 Reply: 
Can ſhe who truly loves, deny? 
a no, ah well-a-day ! 


| SONG CCCXCIX. „ 
Sung by Mrs. Stephens, ix Love in a ViLLact, 


, OW happy were my Days till now! 
H I ne'er Tt lai hed. 54 
Joy I roſe to milk m 3 
Or take my Spinning-Wheel. 
wy — was lighter than Hy, 
ike any Bird I ſung, 


Till he pretended Love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring ken 


O the Fool! the filly, filly _ 
That truſts what Man may 

I wiſh I was a Maid — 
And in my own Country. 


119 
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SONG CCCC. 


Carp 5 in the CHAPLET, by Mr. Vernon. 


USH about the briſk Bowl, *twill enliven the 
Heart, 
While thus we fit round on the Grafs : 
The Lover, who talks of his Suff'rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Als ; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotren Pelf 
And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, 
Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of Himſelf, 


: 
F 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs; 
Deſerves, c. 7 
The 8 who ſo ſmart with his well- powder 
An — vel beholds in his'Glaſs, Ht 
And thinks with Grimace to-ſubdue all the Fair, Sh 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs ; n 
The Merchant from . to Climate W's Wi 
Of Cra: ſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs; Ani 
And oft, while he's wand' ring, my Lady at home I 
01 


- Claps the Horns of an Ox'on ay; 1 
_ Claps the Horns, Se. 


The Lawyer ſo grave when be puts in his Ples 
With Porebe ol fronted Lich Braſs, 
Tho? he talks to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee 
There you, my Friend, are an AG; 

There you, GSS. | 


The formal Phyſician, TROY me” m, 
. Shall laſt — * in this Claſs ; 
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The fick Man a while may confide in his Skill, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs; 
But Death, Oc. 


e Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay, 
By Turns take our Bottle and Laſs; 

For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, 


SONG CCCCI. 
Sung by Miſe Froud. Ser by My. Hook. 


T5 E Lark proclaim'd Return of Morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the Lawn; 
Young Colin follow'd with his Flail, 

She went to fill her Milking-Pail: 

He lov'd, and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now ; 
ur, She anſwer'd, She muſt milk her Cow. 


He ſighing, vow'd he lov'd her more 

Than ever Swain did Nymph before; 

With Rapture prais'd her blooming Charms, 
And preſt the Fair-one in his Arms. 

sbe bid him keep his Diſtance now, 

Nor hinder her to milk her Cow. 


air Maid, he cry'd, wou'd you approve 
\n artleſs Shepherd's honeſt Love, 

on' little Farm, yon' Flocks are mine; 
All, with their Maſter's Heart, are thine, 
hen begg'd ſhe wou'd his Flame allow ; 
dhe anſwer' d, She muſt milk her Cow. 


ot ſo repuls'd, the comely Youth 
| ith Kiſſes, Pr ay'r 3, an ro: of Truth, 
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So pleas'd the Maid, ſhe ſmil'd Conſent, 
And to the Church they inſtant went: 
His Flame ſhe did not diſallow, 

But quite forgot to milk her Cow. 


SONG CCCCI.L 
The HAF Y Pair. 
Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel. Set by Mr. Hook, 


T dewy Dawn, as o'er the Lawn 
| Young Fockey early ſtray'd, 
He chanc'd to meet with Jenny ſweet, 


That blooming lovely Maid : 
Her Cheeks ſo red, with Bluſhes ſpread, 


Shew'd like the Break of Day ; 
'Her modeſt Look the Shepherd took, 
She ſtole his Heart away. 


With tender Air he woo'd the Fair, 
And movingly addreſt ; 

For Love divine can Clowns refine, 

And warm the coldeſt Breaſt. 

= Her Eyes he prais'd, and fondly gaz'd 

is | On her enchanting Face, 

413 Where Innocence and Health diſpenſe 

; Each blooming roſy Grace. 


1 Young Feny's Brea Love's Pow'r confek, 


felt an equal Fire; 


ee a CON _————— 


| Nor had ſhe he to hide her Smart, 
1 Or check the fond Deſire. 
'F unites in bliſsful Rites, 


: 

l f — The fair, the matchleſs two; 

$i And Wedlock ne'er cou'd boaſt a Pair 
[ More loving, or more true. 


— 
* 
77 


— * 
* 
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SONG CCCCIl. 
A favourite Scotch Song. 
Sung by Mi/s Froud. Set by Mr. Hook. 


Y Laddie is gang'd far away o'er the Plain, 
M While in Sorrow behind I am forc'd to re- 
remarn ; 

ho* Blue-bells and Vi'lets the Hedges adorn, 

ho' Trees are in Bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 
Thorn; 

o Pleaſure they give me; in vain they look gay, 
here's nothing can pleaſe me now Fockey's away; 


Forlorn I fit ſinging, and this is my Strain, 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 


hen Lads and their Laſſes are on the Green met, 
hey dance and they ſing, they laugh and =y chat; 
ontented and happy, with Hearts full of Glee, 
can't without Envy their Merriment ſee: 
heir Paſtimes offend me, my Laddie's not there, 
o Pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 

t makes me to ſigh, I can ſcarce Tears refrain, 
wiſh my dear Fockey return'd back again. 


ut Hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will 1 deſpair; 
e promis'd he wou'd in a Fortnight be here; 
Dn fond ExpeQation my Wiſhes I'll feaſt, 
or Love my dear Fockey to Jenny will haſte : 
hen farewel each Care, adieu each vain Sigh, © 
'ho'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as 1? * 
U ſing thro? the Meadows, and alter my Strain, 
hen Fockey returns to theſe Arms back agaia. 


R 2 SONG 


co 6 Aa 


1 4 3 
l SONG CCCCly. 


RonDEAU. 


Sung by Mi Froud. Set by Mr. Hook. 


REEDOM is a real Treaſure, 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vain ; 

Short, uncertain 1s the Pleaſure, 

Sure and laſting is the Pain. 
A fincere and tender Paſſion, 

Some ill Planet over-rules ; 
Ah! how blind is Inclination ? 

Fate and Women doat on Fools, 


Can; 

SONG CCCCV. M 

Ron Dp BA u. | Wit 

Sung by Mr. Smith at Vauxhall. Set by My. Smith I 

HO” the Winds are whiſtling round me, ff 

And the Midnight Rains d; e 

Painful Fear ſhall near con found me, | A 
Guardian Love will be my Friend, a 

Night ! how muck I can defy thee ! py 

3 at all thy Negro Train! Nor 

Day returning, Damon s nigh me, 4 

— may beat, but beat in vain, The 

Tho? the Winds, Sc. | 3 

On my Shepherd, fond reclining, 1 

Pleaſing Safety ſooths my Breaſt: 

Welcome Winds to Peace inelining! Whe 

Winds that lull to downy Ret! 1 * 

The? the Winds, Se. | A 


SON 
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$ONG CCCCVI. 
Surg by Mrs. Smith ar Vauxhall. Ser 4) Mr. Smith. 


E gliding Minutes fleetly move, 
* Bring to my wiſhing Arms my Love; 
But when he comes to crown my Eaſe, | 
Ye then may loiter as ye pleaſe. | 
But ſwifter now than Light'ning moye, | 
For much I long to meet my Love. | 


SON G CCCCYIL 11 


A Pas TORAL BALL A D. 


dung by Mr. Smith at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Smith: 


Colin leaves fair London Town, 
Its Pomp and Pride and Noiſe; 
With m_ Haſte he hies him down, 
th To taſte of rural Joys. 
Loon as my much-lov'd Swain's in Sight, 
7 My Heart is mad with Glee ; 
I never know ſuch true Delight, 
As when he comes to me. 8 


How ſweet with him all Day to rove, 
And range the Meadows wide! 
Nor yet leſs ſweet the Moon-light Grove, 
All by the River's Side! | 
The gaudy Seaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Colir's by! 
How ſwiftly glides the flow'ry May / 
How faſt the Summers fly 


When Colin comes to grace the Plains, 
An humble Crook he bears ; 
He tends the Flock like other Swains 
A Shepherd quite appears. 
> R 3 | 


N. 


A 
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All in the verdant Month of May, 


The Rake is all his Pride; 


He helps to make the new-mown Hay, Ir 
With Mogey by his Side. | 
*Gainſt yellow Autzmn's milder Reign, En 
His Sickle he prepares ; Ses 
He reaps the Harveſt on the Plain, Ar 
All pleas'd with rural Cares. N W. 
With jocund Dance the Night is crown'd, Pri 
When all the Toll is o'er, 4. 
With him I trip it on the Ground, ws 
With bonny Swains a Score. | 
When Winter's gloomy Months prevail, 
If Colin is but here, 
His jovial Laugh and merry Tale, 


To me are muckle Cheer. 

The Folk that chuſe in Town to dwell, 
Are from my Envy free; 

For Maggy loves the Plains too well, 
And Colin's all to me. 


SONG -. CCCCVUL, 


A HunTino Sons: Te 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Smit. 


RecitaTive Accompanied, 


QE E] ſee, Aurora gins to riſe, ' 

iP And paints with ruddy Streaks the Skies! 
Ere Phabus does his Beams diſplay, 

Let's to our jocund Sports away. 


Als. 


th, 
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Trouze the Game with Hounds and Horn, 
With chearful Cries I wake the Morn; 1 
Who riſing with her roſy Face, en | 
Enjoys the Glory of the Chace, | 
See the ſwift Stag flies o'er the Ground, 

And Hills and Dales, and onthe yan, ' 


Whilſt Health and Joy lead on the Main, 
Provoke the Chace and ſcour the Plain: 

4 And join,” the jovial Sportiman cries, 
Till the tout Prey, o'ertaken dies.“ 


SONG CCCCIX:. 
ADvice to the FAIR. 


Sung by Maſter Buſby at Vauxhall. Ser Al. 
| Battiſhill, n 


O Reaſon, ye Fair- ones, aſſert your Pretence, 
Nor hearken to Language beneath Common- 

Senne: | | 
When Angels Men call ye, and Homage would pay, 
If you credit the Tale, you're as faulty as they. 


Ten thouſand gay. Scenes are preſented to View, 

Ten thouſand Oaths ſwore, but not one of them- 
true ; 

Such Paſſions, O heed not, unleſs to deride, 

Leſt a Victim you fall to an ill-grounded Pride. 


Prefer ye the Dictates of Virtue to Sound, 

True Bleflings can ne'er without Goodneſs be found; 
Leave Folly and Faſhions, Miſguiders of. Youth, 
And ſtick to their Oppoſites, Freedom and Truth. 


R 4 SONG 
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SONG CCCCX. 
| BALL a D. 
Sung by Mafter Buſby at Vauxhall. Set by Mr, 
Worgan. | 

ENTLE Ladies, kindly ſtay, 

You need not ſurely run away ; 
I can do no Mortal Harm, 8 
I'm too young to raiſe Alarm. ; 


Not a Cupid arm'd with Darts, 

To wound your ſtill unguarded Hearts; 
Nor a Swain your Breafts to move, 

Or who knows the Thing call'd Love. 


Safely I may here abide, 

You ſhall never need to chide ; 
I will run, or fly, or ſtay, 
Ladies, will you take me, ſay ? 


But if Love hereafter deigns, ö 


To fill with Warmth theſe lictle Veins; 
What I can, I ftill will do, 
Then I'll ſerve both Love and You. | 
SON G CCCCXL. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Vincent. 


Ib, from his favourite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove; 
Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, dun 
And Deſpair, that dies for Love. 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 

Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, ( 
Shall be all the Pains you prove, v 
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Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſh{11 prove; 
And as theſe excel in 3 b 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


s oN G CCCCXI. 


Sung by Mr. Dennis at Sadler's Wells, in the Panto- 
mime Entertainment of the Har LOr's PRoGrEss. 


SIN CE Pim ing is a Science, Sir, 
The only M e in Faſhion ; 
To Virtue bid Defiance, Sir, 
'Tis the Glory of the Nation: 
In City, Country, Camp, or Court, . 
It is the Coup de Grace, Sir; 
If you your Patron's Vice ſupport, 
ou need not fear a Place, Sir. 


The Lawyers pimp to gain a Cauſe, 
While Porters pimp for Hire ; 

Kind Betty ſerves his Worſhip's Wife, 
The Page pimps for the Squire: 

So Pimping gains a large Eftate, 
Makes Valets wear their Swords, Sir ; 

Nay, Pimps oft look as big and great 
As many Dukes or Lords, Sir. 


SONG CCCCXIIE 


Sung by My. Dennis and Mi, Reynolds at Sadler's 
Wells, i= the HarLoT's PROGRESS. 
My. Dennis. 


COME hither, pretty Maid, 
Never ſcruple to fit down; 
With my fa, la, Ja, &c. 


T | 1 NM. 


1 ˙ . . —————— — ——— 
FX, | 
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Vi. Reynolds. 
O pray, dear Sir, excuſe me, 
J would not for a Crown; 
With my fa, la, la, &c. 


Mr. Dennis. 
A Crown, my Dear's a Trifle, 
Behold this Purſe of Gold ; 
*Tis all your own, if you'll comply —— 


Miſs Reynolds. 


——Why then, Sir, I'll make bold; 
With my fa, la, Sc. 3 


SONG CCCCXIV. 


Sung by Mr. Dennis at Sadler's Wells, in the 
HazLoT's ProGREss, | 


RIS K Wine and Women are 

+ The Source of all our Joys; 
Et A Brimmer ſoftens ev'ry Care, 
And Beauty never cloys: 
a Then let us drink and love, 
q While yet our Hearts are gay ; 
IA Women and Wine, by all approv'd, 

Are Bleſſings Night and Day. 


SONG CCCCXV. 


Sung by Miſs Reynolds ar Sadler's Wells, in the 
| _. HaxzLoT's ProOGREss, 
O What a Change in my Fortune is this! 
1 | See, (ee the Sequel of being a Miſs ; 
11 ho was lately in deadic and Fride, 
Now to a Block in Bridewwel am ty'd: 


£Y 
* — 


/ 
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Fool that I was, if my Virtue I'd kept, 
Poor and contented, in Peace I had flept. 


Ladies of Pleaſure, beware from my Fall, | 
Leſt you, like poor Kitty, ſhould come to Mill-Doll, 


SONG CCCCXVL 
Sung by Mr. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signor Giordani. , 


OW bilithly all the live-long Day, 
The feather'd Warblers ſing ; 

On ev*ry Buſh they chaunt their Lay, 

Or trill on ſoaring Wing. : 


"Tis Joy that fills the vocal Race, 
All unconfin'd and free; 

We'll bleſs the Roof from Place to Place, 
How ſweet is Liberty! 


SONG CCCCXVIL 
A favourite Rox DEA. 


Sung by Mrs, Weichſel at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signor Giordani. 
FL Hopes the Mind deceiving,. 
Eaſy Faith too often cheat; 


Woman fond and all-believing, 
Loves and hugs the dear Deceit. 


he Empty Show of Pomp and Riches, . 
Cupid's Trick to catch the Fair; 

Lovely Maid too oft bewitches, 
Flattery is the Beauty's Snare.. 

Flatt'ring Hopes the Mind, Ge. | 
_ R 6 gor 


Fool 
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SONG CCCCXVIUL. 


Cowvopen Knows. Cc 


Sung by Mrs. Smith at Vauxhall. 
New jet by Mr. Smith. 


HEN Summer comes, the Swains on Tweet 
Sing their ſucceſsful Loves ; x 
Around the Ewes and Lambkins feed, * 
And Muſic fills the Groves: 
But my Lov'd-ſong is then the Broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; | 
For ſure fo ſweet, ſo fair a Bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his Oaten Reed, 
And won my yielding Heart ; 

No Shepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch Art: 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Chae, 
The Hills and Dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader. fide, 

Oh! how I bleſt the Sound. 


t more delightful is the Broom, 

So fair on. Comodtn Knows ; 

For ſure ſ@- freſh, ſo bright a Bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 

Not Tiviot Braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this. Broom eompare ; 

Not Yarrow Banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor Buſh a boon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Coden Knows, 
My peaceful happy Home ; 
Where I was wont to milk my Eyes, 
At Eve among the Broom ; 
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Ve Pow'rs that haunt the Woods and Plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows; | 
Convey me to the beſt of Swains, 
And my lov'd Coden Knows, 


SONG CCCCXIX. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Hook. 
N ev'ry Tree, in ev'ry Plain, 
I trace the jovial Spring in vain ; 
A ſickly Langour veils mine Eyes, 
And faſt my waining Vigour flies : 
Nor flow'ry Plain, nor budding Tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me. 


ine Eyes from Death ſhall court Repoſe, 
lor ſhed a Tear before they cloſe. 


What Bliſs to me can Seaſons bring, 

Or what the needleſs Pride of Spring? 
he Cypreſs Bow that ſuits the Bier, 

detains its Verdure all the Year : 

Tis true, my Vine fo freſh and fair, 
ight claim awhile my wonted Care; 

My rural Store fome Pleaſure yield, 


o white a Flock, ſo green a Field. 


SONG CCCCXX. 
VENUS and DIANA. A CanTarta. 
ug by Mrs. Smith at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Smiths 


ReciTaTive Accompanied., 
AIR Pens left her bleſt Abodes, they ſay, 
And to the Woodlands once purſu'd her Way; 
here ſought Diana, and in ſoothing Strains, 


AI. 


e thus implor'd the Queen of Woods and Plains. 


— 
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AIR. 
The Chace's Joys I wiſh to know, jo 
Like Dian to be dreſt; | 
With thee, thro? Toils oh let me go! He 
An Huntreſs all confeſt ! | 
Take, take me in thy chearful Train, M: 
(Let Cupid ſhare the Day !) v. 
J long to hunt the Wood and Plain, my 
O'er Hill and far away, lo 
DIANA. | 
ATR. M. 


Forbear to aſk me, Queen of Love! 
Diana quick replies) 

Oh ! hie thee to thy Paphian Grove, 
To taſte of ſofter Joys. 


Our Din would hurt thy tender Ear, 


Thy Feet are flow of Pace: 
Our Toils wou'd fill thy Heart with Fear; * 
Forego the fatal Chace. Co 
Keep, keep thee with thy Son away, oi 


Nor urge the Suit in vain; 
No more my Nymphs would own my Sway, 
If Love ſhou'd join my Train, 


SONG CCCCXXI, 
RonDEau. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. | 
AIDENS, let your Lovers languiſh, 


| If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and Fears, and Sighs and Anguiſh, 
„e the Chains that faſten Love. 


Joc 


7oc 


Love's a ſtran 


Never plea 


S ON G CCCCXXIE 
A HunTinNG SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Reynoldſon at Marybone; 


RECITATIVE. 

ARK, the Horn ſalutes the Ear, 
The Hunters ready, Morning clear; 
Come, the happy Hours embrace, 

Join the ever- jovial Chace. 


See the Stag, how he bounds 
O'er the neighbouring Grounds, _ 
His 8 ſtill increas'd by his Fear; 
Hills and Dales are ſoon paſt, 
See his Swiftneſs ſo vaſt, 
The Huntſmen he leaves in the Rear. 


Fa 
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Jockey wood, and I conſented, 
Soon as e'er I heard his Tale, 

He with Conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the Vale. 


Maidens, let your Lovers, &c. 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with Diſdain ; 

bewitching Folly, 

without ſome Pain. 


Maidens, let your Lovers, &c. 


AIX. 


"Twas Nimrod of old, 


By the Poets, we're told, 

Began firſt the 8 
Tho? ſo great was his Fame, 
There's a Slur on his Name, 


As Men he purſu'd in the Chace, 


rts of the Chace ; 


% 
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But ſuch Tyrants the Chace 
Will its Pleaſures difgrace, 
Yet Friendſhip ſhall till be our Guide; 
With the Sound of the Horn 
Call forth each in the Morn, 
Our Sports there ſhall nothing divide, 


But again he's in View, 
And we nearer purſue, ' 

His Spirits decreaſe as he flies ; 
Now they've pull'd him to Ground, 
And the Dogs have him bound, 

Ah! ſee how he trembles and dies. 


Now our Pleaſure's compleat, 

Hark, the Horn ſounds Retreat, 5 
Our Sports does our Health ſtill maintain; 

To the Bowl next away, 

We'll with Joy crown the Day, 

5 And then be as merry again. 


SONG CCCCXXINI. 
71 Sung by Mi/+ Radley in the Papiock. 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


AS I a Shepherd's Maid, to keep 
On yonder Plains a Flock of Sheep ; 

+0 Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long Day 

My Ewes at feed, my Lambs at play : 

Or, would ſome Bird that Pity brings, 

But for a Moment lend its Wings; 

My Parents they might rave and ſcold, 

f My Guardian ſtrive my Will to hold; 

Their Words are harſh, his Walls are high, 

But ſpite of all, away I'd fly. 


SONG 


* 
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S. ONG CCCCXXIV. 


Sung by Mi/s Radley in the Pablocx. 
AY, little fooliſh flutt'ring Thing, 
Whither, ah ! whither would you wing 
Your airy Flight? 
Stay here and fing, 
Your Miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go. 
Where, you Wanton, could you be 
Half ſo happy, as with me? 


SONG  CCCCXXV. 
Sung by My. Dibdin in the Pabrocx. 


EAR Heart! what a terrible Life am I led? 
A Dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed 3 

Night and Day *tis the ſame, 

My Pain is dere Game ; 

Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


Vhate'er's to be done, 

Poor Black muſt run; 

lungo here, Mungo dere, 
lungo every where. 

Above or below, 

urah, come, Sirrah, go; 
Vo ſo, and do ſo. Nat 
Dh! Oh! 


e wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


SONG 
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SON G CCCCXXVI. 


Sang by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Arnold, 


H O' Sol hath left the. Weſtern Skies, 
And bid the World good Night ;. 
The Radiance of Belinda's Eyes, 
Alffords ſufficient Light. 

In her the Graces all unite, 

The Loves around her play 3 
What Mortal can, at ſuch a Sight, 

Regret the abſent Day ? 


Should ev'ry Flow'ret hide its Head;. 
And wither in its Bloom ; 

Her roſeate Breath, diffufive ſpread, Al 
Would yield a rich Perfume. | 

Should Mufic ceaſe to charm the Ear, 


In Symphony or Song ; 


*Twould be enchanting: ſtill to hear dot 
The Muſic of her Tongue. | 8 

in 

Ye Fair, forgive me, if I ſeem, | on! 


Too laviſh of her Praiſe ; 
Nor let my fond enraptur'd Theme,. 


Your Indignation raiſe. 0! 
For tho? Belinda, (all confeſs) | Hoy 
The coldeſt Heart can warm ; 85 but 
Theſe Shades a Thouſand ObjeQs bleſs,. Wh 


Replete with ev'ry Charm. 


* Alluding to Vauxball Gardens, 


SONG 


hs 
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SONG CCCCXXVII. 
PASTORAL PIALTO OUR. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon and Mrs. Smith at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Smith. 


H E, . | 
HA tempts you ſo late, my ſweet Maiden, 
to rove, , $9 ; 
So far and alone, to this deep haunted Grove ? 


Night comes on apace, and with me you ſhall go, 
'Tis not ſafe to be here, and you muſt not ſay no. 


S HE, ; - 
Rude Shepherd, forbear, and this Moment begone, 
How dare you come near me; nay, let me alone; 
All Day have I waited my Thyr/is to meet ; 
Hark! I think I can hear the ſweet Sound of his 
Feet ! 
H x. 


Some Rival now keeps your falſe Shepherd away, 
In the Vale [ 2 my Nymph all the Day: [| 
vince cheated alike, let us try to agree, 


I'll take you for Sylvia, for Thyr/is take me. 
; Re! S H . q 

0! fill not my Boſom with Jealouſy's Pain! _ | 

How can I ſo ſoon think ſo ill of my Swain ? 


But if he is falſe to his Nymph in the Grove, 
What, what can I do with a Shepherd or Love ? 


H E. | 

not that the good Thyr/; who trips it along? 
ow fond he of Daphne, and Daphne's ſweet Song 
ou ſure muſt believe what ſo plainly you *ſpy, * 
ome, ſay that you now are as willing as I. 


X worms 


N G 


SNR. 
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SHE. 

Then take me at once, whilſt I'm yet in the Mind, 

Thro' Spite I ſay yes, but in Time may be kind; 

I'll love, when I can, if you ſwear to be true, 

Now, Shepherd, I'm ready; falſe Thyr/is, adieu! 

| BO R. 

Tis beſt, ” gay Shepherds and Nymphs, not te 
min | 

If a Sylvia or Thyr/is is falſe and unkind ; 

For Chance ty, 6 ew the Loſs may repair, 

You may do full as well, *tis a Crime to deſpair. 


SONG CCCCXXVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. A. Fiſher. 


|ENTLE Shepherd, ſooth my Sorrow 
Kindly, kindly come To-morrow ; 
Let no loitering Cares delay thee, 


Let no other Pleaſures ſtay thee. 


Soon return with Joy to charm me, 
Come, leſt painful Thoughts alarm me: 
Smiling Love, reſtore my Rover, 


Haſte, thou kind, yet cruel Lover. 
Gentle Shepherd, &c. 


SONG CCCCXXIX. 
Jung by Mr.. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Baumgarten. 


TREAMS that ſoftly, murm'ring flow, 
At the fertile Mountain's Foot; 
Flow'rs that ſweetly, beauteous grow, 
At th* exalted Beech's Root: 


When 


= 


Id — — nd 


hen 
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When the Northern Blaſts roar high, 
And the Thunder-ſtorm is near; 
Raiſe their Heads towards the Sky; 
See its Threat'nings without Fear. 


Thus Humility may calmly ſmile, 
When Ambition trembling meets the Spoil, 


SONG CCCCXXX. 
Younc CoLin. 


Sung by Mr. Reynoldſon at Marybone Gardens. 
The Words by Mr. Tewſey. | 


OUNG Coliz, long a tuneful Swain, 
Had ſtrove his Sylvia*s Heart to gain, 
And ev'ry Method try'd, | 
By Preſents, Pray'rs and Tears, to move 
The Fair-one to reward his Love, 
But nought could move her Pride, 


With other Swains ſhe'd toy and play, 

And liften all the live-long Day 
Beneath each fragrant Shade 

But if poor Colin ever ſpoke, 

She'd laugh, and vow *twas all a Joke, 
Nor, heed one Word he ſaid. 


Reſolv'd one Artifice to try, | 
If that would make the Maid comply, 
. Anether Fair he woo'd ; 
What Love long Time had ſtrove to gain, 
Did ſy with Eaſe obtain, 
And Sylvie's Heart ſubdu'd, 


SONG 


Some Glances they chang'd— The Youth ſaw he: 
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SONG CCCCXXXI. 


Damon and PHilLl1s. 
Sung by Mr. Reynoldſon at Mary bone Gardens. 
The Words by Mr. Tewſey. 


S He ſee yon” faig Proſpect, how lovely it ſeem, 
How bright on the River ſhines So/'s Silver 


Beams ? ] 
What a Concert is here with the Lark and the 
Thruſh, - 


With Linnets that warble and ſing from each Ruſh? 
But well may they warble, and Nature look gay, 
Since Damon and Phillis were wedded To-day. 


*Tis now juſt a Month, that as croſſing the Plain, 
That Phillis firſt ſaw, and was ſeen by the Swain; 


Sl %., od © 


Home, 
And ſoon, very ſoon, did they Lovers become: 
He preſs'd her to marry—She bid him to ſtay ; 
If ſhe found him in Earneſt, ſhe'd fix on a Day. 


She prov'd it a Truth: He was faithful and kind, 
For Shepherds are not like falſe Lovers inclin'd ; 
Nor like a Coquet, void of Feeling and Senſe, 


*»” > + © ts 


Was the Nymph, as ſhe ſeem'd to keep him in 


Suſpenſe : 
The next Time he aſk'd her, ſhe did not ſay nay, 
So Damon and Phillis were wedded To-day. 


*Tis here in the Village true Peace reigns alone, 

Here only the Sweets of Contentment are known; 

The Swains are ſincere, and the Nymphs are all 
kind ; 

True Love only wins them — To Int'reſt they're 

. blind: When 


2 2 bY 


„ 
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Whene' er that invites them, its Call they obey, 
Uniting like Damon and Phillis To-day. 


SONG CCCCXXXII. 


A Fawourite CAN TATA. 


Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel. Set by Mr. Phil. Hayes. 


ReciTaTive Accompanied. 


W. I turn my raviſh'd Eyes, 
Enchanting Scenes of Viſion rile ; 
As gay as erſt in golden Times, 

When Nature bleſs'd alike all Climes. 


AIR. 
See how the beauteous bluſhing Roſe 
In vernal Pride unrival'd glows ! 
And Flow'rs ſpontaneouſly diſpenſe 
Unwonted Fragrance to the Senſe. 


RECITATIVI Accompanied. 


But hark! what Muſic ftrikes mine Ear! 
Such charming Sounds methinks I hear, 
As ſure beſpeak the Goddeſs near: 

And ſee! fair Flora on her Way 
Advance, to chaunt the Hymn of May!“ 


AIX. 
Hail bounteous May, that doſt inſpire 
Mirth and Youth, and warm Defire ! 
Woods and Groves are of thy dreſſing, 
Hill and Dale doth boaſt thy Blefling. 


AIX. 
Thus we ſalute thee with our early Song, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 


X SONG 


* 
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- SON G - CCCCXXXIT.' 1 


Pas TORAL BALLAD. | K 
a Set and ſung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, 


S7 REP HO N aroſe at early Dawn, 

And ſought as wont his fleecy Care; 
His fleecy Care, alas! were gone, | 

Nor knew the hapleſs Shepherd where: 0 
In vain each Hill, in vain each Dale, : 

Each Dell, each Brake he travers'd round ; ] 

Each pathleſs Wood and flow'ry Vale, 
But not one Lambkin could be found. 


V 
Celia, he cry'd, my Flocks are fled, I 
How ſhall I &er thy Grief aſſuage ? T 
How ſhall I cheer thy drooping Head, I 
If Poverty ſhould mark my Age? 0 
Said ſne, My Love, Misfortune's Dart Fe 
Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain ; 
While I poſſeſs my Shepherd's Heart, D 
I laugh at Hls and ſmile at Pain. - 
Tho? ev'ry Lambkin devious ſtray, Ti 
And grace our envious Neighbours Folds, 
Nought can the Cælia's Soul diſmay, bf 
While Serepbon to her Breaſt ſhe holds: A 
Said he, My warmeſt Thanks, O take, N. 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only Care; Fc 


If I thy Virtues e'er forſake, 
May Heav'n regardleſs hear my Pray'r. L 


If from thy lovely Form mine Eyes 1 
Should ſwerve but in the leaſt Degree; 

Thy dear Idea will ariſe, 

And lead the Wand'rer back to thee, Th W 


» 
* 
. 


Thos 
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Thus long they liv'd and long they lov'd, 
As oft I've heard the Story told ; 
Kind Heav'n their Fortitude approv'd, 
And amply fill'd the Shepherd's Fold. 


SONG CCCCXXXIV. 
A Hur to the Fain SEx. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Potter. 


AST May-Day I rambled the Meadows along, 
To hear the ſweet Linnet's and Goldfinch's 


When, jun by the cloſe ſhaded ſeſſamine Grove, 
I met with young Phillis, the Goddeſs of Love: 
Tranſported I ki, 'd her, ſhe gave me a Smile, 
Lak d the dear Nymph if ſhe'd tarry awhile ; 
O! no, ſhe reply'd; — leave me, I pray, 
For here tis unſafe for a Maiden to ſtay. . 


Dear Phillis, I cry'd, don't refuſe my Requeſt, 

Of all Nymphs in the Village, tis you I love beſt ; 

Then wy be afraid with your Shepherd to go 

To the Jeſſamine Bow'r ? Still the anſwer'd, Nos - 
no. 

You Men are Deceivers, and love to enſnare, ©. 

And my Mother oft told 2 of Men to beware: 

No longer perſuade me, po rſue your own Way, 

For here "tis — for a Maiden to ſtax. 


Lord bleſs me! cry'd I, you're of late grown 2 
Prude. 


Do you think, my dear Girl, Tu attempt to be 
rude ? 


'Tis the Seaſon. for Love. To the Grove let's along, 
Where I'll tell you a Tale, or I'll ſing you a Song; 
8 Prithee, 


* —_— —— * 


« alot eb et — » 
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Prithee, Demon, ſhe cry'd, don't attempt to per- 


ſuade, 4 
Or by Cunning beguile a poor innocent Maid: 
The Grove may have Charms, now the Seaſon is 1 


gay, 
But there tis unſafe for a Maiden to ſtay. 7 


bf Well pleas'd with her Virtue, I tenderly cry'd, 
Have nothing to fear, for I'll make you my Bride, $t 
For long Pve beheld you the Girl tomy Mind; 
Then to Church let us go—and my Phils be kind. BC 
My Tale, O ye Fair, is a Leſſon for you, 

Tis Marriage alone that will prove the Swain true; I 
If before to the Grove you're too eaſily won, 

The Swain may be falſe, and the Maiden undone, fl gy 


SONG CCCCXXXV, Sh 

Music, Loves, and Wine. . 

Sung by My. Vernon at Vauxhall. Ser y My. Potter: ** 

F Muſic can charm, and if Love can invite, Iir 

1 No leſs, roſy Bacchus, thou giv'ft.me Delight; 

I love them, tis true; but my e, I ſwear, 

Is at once my. beſt Friend, and Phyſician of Care, 
But would a gay Mortal taſte Rapture divine, 
Apollo and Venus with Bacchus mult join. 


| "nw dun 
| SONG CCCCXXXVI. 
TheDovuzrrurL Lover. A fawourite Scotch Ballad f 
| "Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. IA! 
See by Mr. Potter. An 

FT OVE afferts his pow'rfol Rei | 0 
L Like a Tyrant owns his 4 3 | Ind 
Love, tho“ ſweet, oft giyes us Pain, ; 
lv, 


Sometimes ſad, and ſometimes gay: 


Since 
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Since the Age of ſweet Sixteen, 

When the Men do moſt adore ; 
nie! to Love a Slave have been, 

Kiſs'd and courted o'er and o'er. | 
Fackey is a bonny Swain, 

And has ſtol'n my Heart away 
ide, Still I feel an anxious Pain, . 525 . | 
If he's abſent but a Day: 
ind, © But whene'er the bloomi = | | 
Comes at Night upon the blooming Green, 
tue: Then my Heart is fill'd with Joy, 

' Then I'm happy as a Queen. 


one. ¶ When the Charmer talks of Love, 
Doubts and Fears diſturb my Breaft ; 
Should he e'er inconſtant prove, 

This poor Heart will ne'er have Reſt : 
He of late is fonder grown, | 
And has ſworn to love for Life; 

„ If he'll take me for his own, © 
gur; I muſt be young Fockey's Wife. 


$0 NG. CCCCXXNVTL.... 
The PxuDentT SHEPHERD(Es 8, 

dung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Potter. 
S Iwentto the Wake that is held on the Green, 

I met with young Phæbe, as blithe as a Queen; 
A Form ſo divine might an Anchoret move, 
And I found (tho%a Clown) I was ſmitten with Love: 
So I aſk'd for a Kiſs, but ſhe bluſhing reply*d, 
Indeed, gentle Shepherd, you muſt Be deny d. 
Lovely Phæbe, 1 cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, P ; 
I row I will rr by; 1 if 
A N 2 0 | 


Since 


e. e „ „ 2 t; 

0 No matter for that, ſhe repl 'd; tis theſame, | 

For know, filly Shepherd, I value my Fame: 

| | So pray let me 815 ſhall ſurely be miſs'd; 

1 Beſides, I'm reſolv'd that Iwill not be kiſs d. 
| 
| 


—_ _ 


Lord bleſs me ! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe, 
q | The Month it is May, and the Seaſon for Love, 


A few harmleſs Kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe ; 

4 C So come, my dear Girl, to the Wake let us rove: 
wy No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your Wife, 
it's You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me for Life. 
| | 1 Well, come then, I cry'd, to the Church let us go, 
61 But after dear Phæbe muſt never ſay no. 
wh Do you prove but true, (ſhe reply d) you ſhall find 
| 1 I'll ever be conſtant, good-humour'd and kind. 
21% So I kiſs when I pleaſe; for ſhe neꝰ er ſays. ſhe-won't 
1 And I kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe don't. 

0 SONO cectxxxvm. 


4 | Love and INNOCENCE. 
| Sung by Mr. Du-Bellamy at Covent-Garden Thea 
NGELIC Fair, beneath yon' Pine, 
On graſſy Verdure let's recline, . 
| And like the Morn be gay: 

See how Aurora (miles on Spring 

See how the Larks ariſe and fing 
To hail the Infant Day, 


Muſic ſhatl wake the Morg—The Day 

Shall roll unheeded as we play 

+ if In Wiles, impell'd by Love: 

UN When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 

i | Alternate on each other's Breaſt, - 
1 Wuile Cupid guards the Grove. 2 
1 : OY 


Mo — 


— — — 
8 SO I 1 8 
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wat Prince can boaſt more een 
han J (poſſeſſing thee) poſſeſs? 

All Care is Paniſh'd hence. 
xy, Mortals, who our Deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſaperior Pleaſure lies, 
Than Love and Innocence ? 


ſe, No 
e, $0NG ccc xx 
if, 4 Favourite Seng in LAY AI. 


D Set by Dr. Arne. 

5 8% HE Card invites, in Crowds we fy, 
To join the jovial routful Cry 

| find Nhat Joy—from Cares and Plagues all Day, 


— o hie to the Midnight Hark away? 


ont. Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there; 


he briſk, the bold, the young, che gays 
Al hie to the Midnight ark away. 


ncounted ſtrikes the 1 Del, 
ind drowſy Watchmen idl 

ill Daylight peeps, we pony and play, 
ind roar to the jolly Hark away. 

hen tir'd with Sport, to Bed we coy, 
and kill the gedious Day with Sleep, 
0-marrow's welcome Call obey, 


ind again to the Midnight Hark away. J 


Wh 


— ä———— — —— —ꝓ — _ 
4... a — 


or Want, nor Pain, nor Griefs, nor Care, 


8 3 80 


Y ___ 


— 
2 


2 ů 


* 
3 
* 
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8 ON G  CCCCXL. 


Row DEA u. 


% 


Sung by Aru. Smith 47 Vauxhall. 8: &y Mr. Smith, 


& in the conſcious Groves I hie me, 
Where I late was blithe and gay; 

Try to fancy Colin nigh me, | 

So to paſs the Hours away. 


But can Scenes like thoſe delight me, 
„ When my Swain's no longer there ? 
Hill nor Dale, nor Stream invite me, 
Now no more they're worth my Care. 


To the conſtious Groves, Ec. 

Come thyſelf without delaying, 
In thoſe Shades I find! no Eaſe ; 

But with thee whilſt fondly ſtraying, 
Ev'ry Place is ſute to pleaſe. 


To the confrious Groves, C. 


-8 ON G CCCCXLI. 
The Bae CHANALIAN, J 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, 
de by Mr, Topping, 
ntented I am, and contented. P11 be, 
For what can this. World more afford, 
Than a Girl that will ſociably fit on my Knee, 
And a Cellar that's plenteouſly ftor'd ? 


See ! my Vault-door is open, deſcend ev'ry Gueſt, 
Tap the Caſk, for the Wine we will try ; 


| "Tis as ſweet as the Lips of your Love to your Taſte, 


And as bright as her Cheeks to your Eye, 


In 


7 


| . 
neſt, 
aſte, 


In 


18 I.. 
[n a Piece of Slit-hoop, I my Candle have ſtuck, 
'Twill light us each Bottle to hand; 
The Foot of my Glaſs for the Purpoſe I've broke, 
For I hate that a Bumper ſhogld ſtand. 


Sound that Pipe——'tis in Tune, and the Bins 
are well flFd, | 

View that Heap of Champaigne in the Rear; 

Thoſe Bottles are Burgundy — ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like Artillery Tier over Tier. 

My Cellar's my Camp, and my Soldiers my Flaſks, 
All glonoufly rang'd in Review; 

When I caft my Eyes round, I conſider my Caſks 
As Kingdoms Pve got to ſubdue. | ; 

'Tis my Will, when I die, not a Tear hall be ſhed, 
No Hic jacet be grav'd on my Stones 

But pour on my Coffin a Bottle of Red, , + 
And ſay that my Drinking is dene. 


S ON G CCCCXLIL 
dug Ly Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr, Smith. 


ONS of Eaſe, be blithe and gays 

Lull the Cares of Life away: 
Fly to peaceful whiſpering Groves, | 
To the Graces and the Loves. 2 


But my Soul diſdains the Joys, 144 
Pants for Deeds of deathleſs Noiſe: 

Love and Wine wou'd court my Stay, 
Glory ealls, and I obey. BE 


Softer Pleaſures I diſclaim, | 

Welcome Honour, welcome Fame 
Meaner Objects I reſign, 

But be vaſt Ambition mine! 


S 4 


CY 
*- 
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my 
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4 | The IM Tüten Sn Er nr 
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| | r e e DATA. e 

| Sung by Mui. Weichſel ar Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr. A. Fier. 


E blitheſt Lads and Laſſes gay 11 
Come liſten to my Tale: 


1 As I one Evenin in 4 12 940 
5 Wichin the — N 14 
Ei Young Srrepben paſſing thro? > the Mead, 
| [ By Chance did me efpy, 8 
Cit He took his Bonnet off his Head. + 
And gently fat down W 5 _ 
1 The Swain, tho' I oft dearly priz'd,. $1 
13 Yet now-F would not know 7; ' 221737 das 
IF But with a Frown my Face diſguis'd, 3 


And ſtrove away to go: 
But fondly he Rill nearer pert, 


W231 In 50 wa 


And: at my Feet did 
His beating Heart it chuwp'd fan, 
I thought the Lad woald die. 5 9955 Y 
But ſtill refering. to 2 3 A * 
(The ſurer 1m to ga) 7 + Ati4* », 


IT bid * or ck pled by, y, dam rot bad 


In Words of high Diſdain. ko 33 but 

He left me, —2— nne e 
And to young Jenny flew; | 7 n 

While I my” daily mournz® © + 
For fighting one ſo true, 

De ** SONG 


t 1 


8.0 NM G cccckl W .. 
4 favourite Song in the ExMESLAN Marzo. 
| Sung at Ranelagh, 


F 1 was a Wife, 1 
And my deareſt dear Life 
Took it ;nto bis Midi gs-libg | 19299 
E'er I took the Whim e 5 
To be bury'd with him ' A 
I think I'd —_ ey well why. 24220 ve 


If poignant my Grief, 

I'd ſearch for * Relief, 
Nor ſink with the Weight of my < Care; ; 

A Salve might be found, 

No doubt, above Groans; Ih A 
And I think I know very well where. 


Another kind Mate 
Should give me what So OTE: 
Would not from the former allow ; ;. ws 
With him, I'd amuſe _ «+ 28 
The Hours you abuſe, „ iy * M 
And I think I know very well how. | 


Tis true, I'm a Maid, W a dP 

AT be ſaid, + n 
No jud e conjugal Lats, 74 1 

Yet Ln I woes, ? 7 · 0 

Has a Cure for the Spleen, | 


And 1 ine SY n N 


SONG CCCCXLV. 


Sung by Mrs. Smith at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Potter, 


j ENTLE Breezes, waft him over 
| To the diſtant ſultry Hle ; 
Love will ſhield from Harm the Rover, 
Fame be kind, and Fortune ſmile. 


For an Age you muſt not leave me, 

| Nor to farthereſt Climates run ; 

11 Don't toe ſoon of Joy bereave me, 
| | Hlope muſt bring the Wand'rer home. 

Wt Think of her you left behind ye, 

[26 And to tender Vows be true; 

3. Conſtant, fond, you ſtill ſnall find me, 
Peace, poor Heart — Fond Youth, adien. 


13 
* 
if 
T 
* 
1 


so NG CCOCXLVI. 
Sung by Mafter Brown at Mary bone Gardens, 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


1 OVE's a gentle gen'rous Paſſion, 
1 Source of all ſublime Delight; 
Which with mutual Inclination, 

Two fond Hearts in one unite. 


-W hat are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
When compar'd with true Content? 

That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love, 
Is a glorious Emulation 


Of the bliſsful State above. . 


SONG 


t M 
S8 oON G CCCCXLVIE. 
PII IIS. A New Song. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, / 
4 Youth whom the Bounty of Nature had grao\f | | 
With Elegance, , and Refinement of 


Taſte,  _ e | 
tefoly'd by the Precepts of Wiſdom to move, | 


Tr, 


ind early proclaim'd a Defiance with Love: 
He ſwore *twas all Weakneſs to ſigh, wiſh, or care, 


et own'd with great Frankneſs, that Phillis was 
fair. „ 


e Virgin was piqu'd at the Inſidel's Boaſt, | 
ind vow'd her Revenge with the Air of a Toaſt ; 
Not that all he had ſaid could her Paſſions perplex, 
Pat the confident Thing had attack'd the Whole Sex: 
Her Charms then for Conqueſt ſne gan to prepare, 
nd ſmil'd when ſhe heard him ſay, Ph:/lis was fair, 


To Learning for Refuge and Comfort he ran, 

o Learning — The Bus'neſs and Pleaſure of Man; 

But Phillis diſturb'd all the Authors he read, | 

While ſhe glanc'd by his Study, and nodded her 
Head : INES 

The Labours of Ages ſoon vaniſh'd in Air, 

No Idea remain'd, fave, that Phillis was fair. 


To Glory he fancy'd the Paſſion muſt yield, > 

And a Vot'ry of Glory he ſprung to the Field; 

Bat under his Breaſt-plate, the little God's Dart 

Convey'd ev'ry Moment a Hint to his Heart; } 
And forc'd him to own, in a Fit of Deſpair, _ _.. \ 


That he bled but to prove that his Phillis was fair. 


To 


© $11 
v0 
J. 
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- 


967} - 
To Bacchus at laſt he ſubmitted his Claim, 
But ſoon was convinc'd, that Wine cheriſh'd 
Flame: 
Then to Phill;c he came, all his Errors confeſs d 
He knelt at her Feet, and begg'd to be bleſs'd ; 


he Maid gave her Hand with a negli nt Air, A 
ad own'd ſhe'd be kind, fince he ſaid | e Was fair 

57 

80 Ns CCCCXLVIN. Sls 

H A Taro. Ser o Mufic by Dr. Back, | 

Caronrbs. ah wie x | - 


AKE us in th by rofy Train, 
Lovely Health , thouw-Queen of Joy: 
ence, unwelcome Care and Pain! = Hi 
What can then our Bliſs annoy ? \ - 1 
Health, to thee our Hopes we raiſe, 
Court thy Paw'r, and ſing thy Praffe, 


A1 R. Mr. Vernon. 


Hark ! the briſk enliy- ning Horn 
Calls to fly o'er Hill and Dale 
Glad we rouze the ling'ring Morn ; 
Take new Life at ev 'ry Gale: 
Rural 1 Goddelt! ! deign t'appear, 
All we wiſh will then be here. 


© x0 wv 8.7 i 20129 40 
Rural Goddeſs ! deign t'appear, 
All we wiſh will then be bere. 
. Arn. Mr. Smith. 

What the Sweets of Wood and Plain, d 

Fortune's Smiles, and Youth and Fame? 1 
Thou not by, they thine in vain, * ; 

Taſteleſs, all, an empty Name: 


Po „ 


$771! 
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Rural Goddeſs } deign pre-, wn of 
All we with will then be here. — wa 


CHorVUs. * 

Rural Goddeſs! deign t' appear... 
All we wiſh will then be here. r 
Ain. Mrs. Weichſel. bans th 


cickly Reſt we drive away 
Wood Nymphs now, he Groves we trace 


Toil ſhall make us briſk an 
Wake each Charm and og Grace: 1 


Sickly Reſt we drive away, 


Toil ſhall make us briſk and | = IE | 
Caon vs. | th, 2 ＋ 
Take us in thy roſy Train, 14 
Lovely Health, aer 92 9890 "> 


1 92: : $223 


$ONG COCCXLIX. "GS 


MAr- Day. ATR. i oo 


der t Muſic 2 Mr. W 5 

EE, the 2 Hours | 
Call to ey? ry p caſing Care, 

Flora decks the Way with Flow'rs, 


Melting Mufic fills the Air: 
Hark ! a Voice cries, Come Ne «| 


Tafte the Joys of ſprightly Max. 
A IX. Mrs. Smith. 
Now's the bliſsful Time to rove, "EW 
- Where the bubbling Waters slide; 
Thro' the Mead, or ſecret Grove, : 
Each a Mate to grace his Side. 


3 4 
ks 4>4 
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Come and taſte the Charms of 
Love's ſweet Joys begin To-day. 
| | Cuoa vs. 
Come away, come away | 
Taſte the Joys of ſprightly May | * 
1 Arr. Mr. Vernon. 
1 Scornuſul Nymphe may Love deride, 
1 Dare his Will to difobey; 
Glad they own his welcome Sway : | 
Shout ye Nymphs and blithſome Swains, | 


| Love begins to rule the Plains, 
| Cuonvs. d en 4 


Come away, come awy ! 
Taſte the Joys of ſprightly May | 


Ar. Mrs. Weichſel. 
Come, ye happy rural Throng. 
Keep this feſtive Month of May, 
Sportive Dance, and merry Song, 
Now ſhall wake and loſe he Day: 
Haſte, each ſmiling Nymph and Swain, 
Love begins his gentle Reign! 
__  Cnorvus. 
Come away, come away | 
Taſte the Jays of ſprightly May { 


1 . 
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s ON G.CCCCL.. 


A 
"x 


OD: toSummer. A Trio. 


Set to Muſic by Mr. Potter. 


Cuorus.. 


Muſic, Dance, and Song and Play, 


Wake the R ts k 


Air. Mrs. Smith, 


Britain ! now with Rapture ſmile, 
See, what Charms adorn thy "a . 
Ceres? Gifts are ſcatter d 18885 
Flra decks th' enamell* Ground. 


Cuorty 
Welcome, S. 


Ariz. Mr. Vernon. 


Hark ! the Birds on cv rn Spray, _. 
How they chaunt their am'rous Lay; 
Pleaſure fills each warbling Grove, 


Ev'ry Breath's the Breath of Love. 
' On o 
Welcome, 2 ee 

Arr. Mrs. Weichſel. 
Azure Summer's gaily dreſt, 
Veving Fields with Plenty bleſt ; 


All cosſpire to give us Joy, 

Let us then the Gifts employ. 
uns. 

Welcome, &c, 

e. 4 


ELCOME, vernal Sommer; "Ga 
Nought but Mirth ſhall now appear 3 2 
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SONG CCCCLI. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr. Bates. * 
AS Fa. but a rural Maid, 
her only Swain, | 
To tend — 'F Ars: in verdant Mead, 
And on the verdant Plain; a 
Oh! how I'd pipe upon my Reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Maid; 


| While of all Senſe of Care we're den! 


Beneath an oaken Shade. 


When Lambkins under Hedges ble, 


And Rain ſeems in the Sky; _ 
Then to our oaken ſafe Retreat, 
We'd both 
There I'd repeat my Vows of Love 
Unto my charmin Pair, | 
Whilſt her dear fut ering Heart would prove 
A Mind like mine fincere. 
Let others fancy courtly Joys, 
I'd hive in rural Eaſe; 
Then Grandeur, Buſtle, Pride, and Noiſe, © 
Could ne” er my Fancy pleaſe : 
In Nanny ev'ry Joy combines, 
With Grace Youth, 
Sincerity and Virtue ſhines, 


With Modefly and Truth, 


$ ON G Cœccin. 
The SLIO HTE 1 


Sang by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. Set by un Potet 
Et Maid, fair Beauty's * ar 


Do not thus my Bliſs deny; 
caſe my tender Love to . 


+ 4 EE 


together hie ! nd tata V 


ook? 
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Kindly to my Wiſh: incline; M 4k 
Why will Daphne faithleſs prove ? 


4 my Soul is wholly thin e, 177 ; 
And my Heart is form'd for Love: 

Why thus flight a faithful Swain, 2 7 Yo 
Who to Love Was ever nere * r | 5-04 wy. 


Why thus give that Boſom Pain, 15 
Which ſo long h hath wet for you ? 3, ; io dw 
AP No A&W eat. 
SON, .G cc. Jv) W 
A favourite Song for tobe N vices, Set See 


. HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful Maid 
* Ah me! what meant my dere bene 
day, ſoft Confuſion, art thou Love? | 

If Loye, thou art, then furrwal Reſts - Nw 
With gentle Smiles aſſwage the Pain 

Theſe gentle Smiles did firſt 2 , . 1%4 
And tho?” ; may not — | 


* 


— 


In Pirp, ah ! wy . 4811 
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SoLiciTVuDe, A PIT A 
Sung at Vauxhall. Fee by Dr. Arne. E i 
77 HY will you my Paffon reprore? 
* Why term it a Folly to grieve? 
tter. E'er + tell you the Charms of my Love, 7 — 
* She is fairer than you can believe : 4 
With her Mien the enamours the brave; © 3 oÞ 
2 With her n ges the * 3 K ff 
ndly Wich her Mode the grave; f 
„e N Li ry Way pleaſing to me. "I 


When 
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When Celadon tries in the Dance 
Some Favour with Phillis to find, 
O! how wich one trivial Glance 

Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind! 
In Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 

And his Crook is beſtudded around; 
And his Pipe—O may Philli beware 

Of a Magic there is in the Sound. 


Let his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe; 

Let his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Philli“s Eyes: 

The Language that flows ſrom the Heart, 

Is a Stranger to Celaden's Tongue; 

Vet may ſhe beware of his Art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 


s ON G CCCCLV. 
SHAKESPEARE" GARLAND. 
The Morxninc Appazss, 


T ET: Beauty with the Sun ariſe, 
5 To Shateſpeare Tribute pay, 
With heavenly Smiles and ſpeaking Eyes, 

| Give Grace and Luftre to the Day. 
Each Smile ſhe gives protects his Name, 
LT Tor 

ot Envy's-16it can tae Fame 

Which Beauty deigns to cron. 
; 297 25 2 olg 1 1 1 15831 707 | 
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-- SONG ceccLVI. 
 RoundDELAY. 
For the Jubilee, in Honour of Shake/pearts 


ISTERS of the tunefal Strain! 
O Attend your Parent's jocund Train, 
Tis Fancy calls you, follow me, | 
To — 2 the Jubilee. 


Dn Avon's Banks, where Shakefpeare's Buſt 
Points out, and guards his fleeping Duft, 

The Sons of ſcenic Mirth decree 

To celebrate this Jubilee; 

By Garrick led, the grateful Band 

Haſte to their Poet's native Land, 

ith Rites of ſportive Revelry, 

To celebrate his Jubilee. - 


D. Come Daughters then, and with you bring 
bY The vocal Reed, and ſprightly String, 
Wit, and Joke,. and Repartee, 
To cetebrate our Jubilee. 
Come, Daughters, come, and- bring with 
Th' Aerial Sprire and Fairy Crew, wy 5 
And the Sifter-Graces three, | 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


B _— around the ſculptur'd Tomb 

The broider'd Veſt, the nodding Plume, 
And the Maſk of comic Glee, '- 

To celebrate our Jubilee. 


I.. The Stangas marked with a ® were omitted in the finging, 
NG * Frem. 
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From Birnam Wood, and Boſworth's Field, 
Bring the Standard, bring the Shield, 
ith Drums, and martial Symphony, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


In mouruful Numbers now relate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs Fate, 

With frantic Deeds of Jealouſy, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Nor be Wind/or's Wives forgot, 
With their harmleſs, merry Plot, 
The whit'ning Mead, aud haunted Tree, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. | 


Now in PISS bo any recite 
The Revels of the braggard Knepht . 

Fat Knight ! and ancient Piſfol he! | 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


But ſee, in Crowds, the gay, the fair, 
To the ſplendid Scene repair, 
A Scene as fine, as fine can be, 
Jo celebrate our Jubilee. 
Vet Colin bring, and Roſalind, | 
Each Shepherd true, and Damſel kind, 


For well with ours their Sports agree, 
To crown the feſtive Jubilee. 
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